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POEMS AND HYMN.S. 



THE TANGLED WEB. 

With cheerful click the shuttles sped : 
All seemed well, not a tangled thread 

On the level surface seen. 
But, ah ! the noon- day's searching light 
Reveals, alas ! a woeful sight 

To the eyes of vision keen. 

Long hours are lost in toil and pain 
O'er countless threads of a coarser grain 

That the weary hand must break : 
And day by day the gathering mass 
Of tangled threads, to all who pass. 

Tells its tale of sad mistake. 

Telling, too, of triumphant skill, 
Patient care, and determined will, 

To conquer the weary task ; 
One by one, as the end draws near. 
The tangled threads all disappear. 

And the pattern fair unmask. 

Finished at last : and glad eyes saw 
The long task done without one flaw 

To tell of the labour spent ; 
In patient toil this end to gain. 
Summit of hope, ah I not in vain. 

The toiler was well content. 



O tangled web ! my heart can sec 
A picture true of life in thee. 

Yes, alas ! we ofttimes weave 
In daily life the coarse-grained thread : 
Across our path temptations spread 

That our fairest hopes deceive. 

In youth's glad morning all seems bright, 
Till life's clear noon with searching light 

From our fond delusions wake : 
Awake to find, though life be long, 
^Tis hard to mend that one step wrong, 

One repented sad mistake. 

Repented ! — ^yet the stain and scar 
Remain like these tangled threads to mar 

And hinder the better life. 
Alas ! in vain our grief and tears : 
Repentance brings with passing years 

No peace to the heart at strife. 

Ah ! no, 'tis not in human skill 
To mend life's tangled web at will. 

Yes ! the hopeless task resign 
To One who proves a mighty friend ; 
And life shall brighten to the end 

In the hands of love divine. 

Finished at last, and laid complete. 
Fabric fair, at the Master's feet. 

Sweet his smile well-pleased to own 
This tangled web His patient care 
And skill hath made so wondrous fair — 

The glory His alone. 



THE WISH DENIED. 

One earthly good I sought, 

And this mj longing brought 
My gracious Father unto thee ; 
And prayed with tears that it might be 
According to thy will 

My secret yearning to fulfil. 

I asked, nor understood 

That this my seeming good 
Thy love in tenderness denied, 
And left me still unsatisfied 
With envious pain 

To see ray loss another's gain. 

Heartsore and envious ; yet 

I brought my vain regret 
With all its folly, as was meet, 
My Father, to thy mercy-seat ; 
And there found balm 

My wounded heart to soothe and calm. 

And yielding to Thy will 

To choose my good or ill 
The only boon I craved was this— 
Henceforth in Thee to find my bliss 

Since mine the better part — 

No envious thought should vex my heart. 

Love taught me to rejoice 

That e'en my secret choice 
(The good which seemed to me so fair) 
Had fallen to another's share : 

Nor grieved the wish denied 

My heart divinely satisfied. 



How wondrous are Thy ways ! 

To-day with grateful praise 
I kneel where oft before I wept, 
And thank the tender love that kept 
My heart from grief untold: 

Vain tinsel proved the seeming gold. 

The fancied bliss I sought 

Hath only evil wrought : 
O heart ! to thine own good how blind. 
Twas love all-seeing, wise, and kind 
Withheld in grace from thee 

The wish thy tears besought might be. 



PEACEABLE FRUITS. 

We love the sun's clear shining, 

The radiance of full day ; 
But only night's dark shadows 

The hidden stars display. 
Could noonday's radiant sunshine 

With undimmed lustre glow, 
And summer blossoms ever 

In fadeless beauty grow — 
Where were the morn's glad dawningt 

The restful hours of night ? 
Where were the fairy snowflakea, 

The crystal frost-gems bright t 

Were there no twilight shadows. 
No soft refreshing showers, 

How soon would droop and wither 
Onr fondly cherished flowers. 



The winter's chill winds blowing 

With fierce and angry blast. 
Dear fireside joys made brighter — 

Hours all too swiftly passed, 
And beauty crowns the snow wreath ; 

On leafless boughs appear 
Bright gems, the fro^t king scattered, 

Beneath the moonlight clear. 

Were this life's sunny pleasures 

(With nothing to annoy) 
All freely laid before us, 

One long unbroken joy ; 
Alas ! the heart's best blossoms 

Would wither and decay ; 
Pride flaunts in worldly sunshine, 

And self alone holds sway. 
Kind sympathy, that lightens 

The weight of human woe, 
Beneath the dewy fragrance 

Of sorrow's soil must grow. 

Who would not choose far rather 

In sorrow's path to tread, 
Who lives for pleasure only 

To life's real joys are dead. 
They only know the sweetness, 

The bliss of full relief, 
Whose hearts have felt the burden 

Of hidden care or grief ; 
And they alone can truly shed 

The sympathising tear, 
To other hearts that languish 

Speak words of peace and cheer. 

Shrink not from care or sorrow. 
With patience bear thy cross, 

The pure gold needs refining 
From clinging dust and dross. 



Jesus, the heart refiner, 

With every added care, 
Will give thee freely, fully. 

Abundant grace to bear. 
Through all life's gloomy shadows 

The golden thread of love, 
His tender hand hath woven, 

To draw our souls above. 

This life is but the school time 

To faith's uplifted eyes ; 
How oft the glad home-going 

In visions bright arise. 
There, lessons all are over ; 

There, those who sadly weep, 
The blessed fruits of suffering 

With glad surprise shall reap ; 
There shall our eyes unclouded, 

Undimmed by earthly haze. 
Behold the love that guided 

Through life's bewildering maze. 



■»- 



SLEEP. 

O blessed sleep ! 
Though foolish children strive in vain 
Against thy snares, on waking brain 
Thy power doth fall profound and deep,. 

Refreshing sleep. 

O cruel sleep ! 
Others there are on beds of pain. 
Seeking for rest, alas ! in vain, 
Who long their fancies wild to steep 

In dreamlesp sleep. 



blessed sleep ! 
Toung hearts, that happy are and h'ght 
Thou wooest with thy visions bright ; 
Earth's dearest joys they seem to reap 

In dreamy sleep. 

cruel sleep ! 
Some through the long dark cheerless night,. 
With many doubts and fears must fight ; 
To hearts that ache and eyes that weep, 

There comes no sleep. 

Dost long for sleep, 
Ye who on beds of suffering lie ? 
To God uplift each weary sigh , 
He will thy heart in patience keep, 

When faileth sleep. 

O eyes that weep. 
All through the long dark cheerless night f 
Look up to Him who is the. light ; 
He can dispel the doubts that creep, 

When faileth sleep. 



AN EVENING IN MELROSE ABBEY. 

Fair Melrose Abbey ! calm retreat — 

The goal of many pilgrim feet — 

How soft the twilight shadows fall 

Along thy ivy-mantled wall, 

Where feathered minstrels build their nest, 

And soothe with song to sweeter rest 

The dust of generations dead, 

Whose short brief days on earth have sped. 
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The flickering sunbeams dance and smile 
On cloister- wall and lofty aisle ; 
By their faint rays we yet can trace 
In graceful flower or smiling face 
The sculptured glories of the past, 
Slow mouldering to decay at last ; 
The ruined walls around us say 
That all of earth must pass away. 

One moment linger near the stone 

Where loved to sit *' The Great Unknown," 

Revered in palace, hall or cot, 

By all beloved — the name of Scott. 

Alas ! no more he lives to tell 

The tales that oft have pleased us well ; 

Hushed the sweet music of his rhyme — 

He too hath passed away from time. 

O Man ! how vain thy boasted power, 
Soon past and gone thy little hour ; 
Cold lies the noble heart of Bruce ; 
Gone are the monks and abbots spruce. 
The Wizard's buried bell and book; 
O Time ! O Change ! In every nook 
We see thy desolating hand, 
All pass away at thy command. 

Yes, all is vanity and pride ! 
Thus mused I at the eventide. 
When, trembling on the balmy air. 
Arose the voice of praise and prayer — 
The words of Lyte's sweet evening hymn 
Rung through the aisles, grown dark and dim : 
' Change and decay in all around I see, 
O thou who changest not, abide with me.' 

Glad word that through my spirit thrills — 
He changeth not who framed yon h\lls : 
Man's proudest works of art must fall, 



These stand secure through ages all. 
O Grace ! O Love ! the strong One bends 
To call weak men of earth His friends ; 
Through death to life His hand can guide — 
Thou changeless One, with us abide. 



— e — 

LOVE'S OFFERING. 

(sent with wild flowers to a sick friend.) 

Lo I Winter's cold and gloom are past ; 
Primroses ope their flowers at last, 

Bright daisies 'neath the dew-drops bend. 
Again I rove the woodland bowers, 
And gather Spring's fresh buds and flowers 
For thee, my friend. 

O could'st thou rove the woods with me 
When opening buds on flower and tree 

Their varied hues hai*monious blend, 
Beneath the blue of April skies : 
Vain wish ! Would I were ears and eyes 
For thee, my friend. 

To paint the early morning fair, 
Dew-spangled as with jewels rare, 

She doth the dawning day atteiid, 
And covers with her mantle bright 
All lingering trace of winter's blight. 
Words fail me, friend. 

O'er breezy hill and flowery plain 
Could'st thou but hear the joyful strain 

The feathered songsters upward send ; 
How their melodious carols ring. 
Were mine the power, their songs I'd bring 
To thee, my friend. 
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When noonday pours her sunny beam, 
Could I thee waft where Tweed's clear stream 

By wood and smiling meadows wend 
Past abbey, tower, and castle grey, 
And fairy dells, where lovers stray, 
At gloaming, friend. 

Would thou couldst breathe the fragrance sweet. 
And feel the soft sward 'neath thy feet ; 

Ah ! thus an April day to spend 
Would weariness and care beguile. 
Yet dost thou still contented smile, 
My patient friend. 

Ah ! better far at sunset's glow 
To hear thee speak in accents low 

The thoughts that ever upward tend. 
Oft in the darkening shades of night 
Thy words came like a beacon bright 
To me, dear friend. 



GRANDFATHER GRAY. 

Grandfather Gray, 
A quiet, studious man was he. 
Genial and kind, as such men be, 
" A godly man," the neighbours say, 
Honest and true — Grandfather Gray, 

Grandfather Gray 
Must have his own particular seat. 
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And all things set in order neat, 
Arranged in his fastidious way, 
Trim to a fault — Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray 
Long years enjoyed his quiet state, 
With nought to vex or irritate ; 
But times are changed, alack a day ! 
Well stood the test Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray, 
Two little imps with cunning art 
And sundry wiles besieged his heart ; 
And, sad to tell, in one brief day 
They vanquished quite Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray, 
A dainty, dark-eyed, witching elf, 
Who much esteemed her queenly self, 
Soon ruled with undisputed sway 
Her loyal knight — Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray, 
All peace and quiet to destroy, 
Came Jamie next, a laughing boy, 
Who thought it fun to disobey 
And loud resist Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray, 
When baby fingers slapped his face, 
Yet bore it all with patient grace. 
And, smiling, called it fun or play ; 
Love's goss'mer wove Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray, 
When all unawed with daring feet 
They climbed his own particular seat, 
" The little ones must have their way," 
With mild voice said Grandfather Gray. 
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Grandfather Gray, 
His dignity forgotten quite, 
Like time-worn garment hid from sight, 
By childish fingers laid away, 
Grew young again. Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray, 
Over quiet hours of leisure gone 
And much disorder made no moan ; 
But meekly stowed his books away 
Without one sigh, Grandfather Gray. 

Grandfather Gray, 
Those youthful hearts shall ever keep 
In fond remembrance, hidden deep — 
And oft, when years have passed away, 
Kecall how kind, Grandfather Gray. 
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THE YELLOW BROOM. 

Again the broom blooms on the lea ; 
In childhood's days I loved to see 
Its tassels dancing wild and free : 
Of Summer flowers most dear to me, 
The yellow broom. 

How oft from merry playmates hid, 
Thy boughs have been my fragrant bed ; 
A golden ciu'tain overhead 
Tliy waving blossoms softly spread 
Of yellow broom. 

The bright leaves cast a glittering sheen 
O'er all the daisy-spangled green ; 
This world seemed wondrous fair, I ween. 
When peering through the leafy screen 
Of yellow broom. 
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My dreaming muse delights to sing 
The dear, dear memories that cling 
To all the opening flowers of Spring ; 
None sweeter than thy blossoms bring* 
O, yellow broom ! 

Fair Corran Glen, I see thee yet ; 
Thy banks and braes can I forget ? 
Thy winding nooks where lovers met, 
Their happy trysting-place to set 
Among the broom ? 

When balmy evening breezes blow, 
And sinks the western smilight low, 
The parting rays a glory throw, 
Till all the hill seemed one bright glow 
Of yellow broom. 



LADY JEAN, 

Dear heart, forgive me that I heard 
Thy lover's fond endearing word 

Soft whispered yestereen. 
Which caught my fancy as it fell : 
In sooth the name befits thee well — 

Thou dainty Lady Jean. 

Memory recalls, with glad delight, 
When first I saw thee, lady bright. 

That dewy summer e'en ; 
Thy girlish form before me stands. 
Soft flowing hair, flower-laden hands- 
Bewitching Lady Jean. 
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Six summers (all too swift they fly), 
With joys to cherish, griefs to sigh, 

Have passed since that fair e'en ; 
With more of thought upon thy brow, 
Yet not less sweet and winsome now — 

Time leaves thee, Lady Jean. 

Thy girlish modesty and grace. 
Adorning still the woman's face. 

And love-light's rosy sheen, 
Soft shining from those dark brown eyes, 
With added beauty far outvies 

The old-time Lady Jean. 

Six summers I O what memories wake : 
Yet hush my muse for her sweet sake. 

Fold memory's pictured screen ; 
This is no time for thoughts of woe : 
The future dawns with hope's bright glow 

For winsome Lady Jean. 

True love with fond beguiling art 

Hath caught and won the fluttering heart ; 

Yes, fair and bright I ween. 
The coming years before thee lie. 
As swift the crowning day draws nigh, 

Love claims thee. Lady Jean. 

Dear heart, could wish of mine avail. 
My song would end like fairy tale 

Oft heard with interest keen ; 
Remembered yet the closing phrase. 
Of ** Happy, happy all their days ;" 

So be thou. Lady Jean. 



-e- 
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cascade;. 

My fancy wanders far away 

To yon secluded glade, 
Where sunbeams smile and breezes play 
Their mystic music all the day — 

Home of my heart, Cascade ! 

I hear the brooklet singing low 
Beneath the yew tree's shade, 

The merry dancing waters flow ; 

I would my heart were ever so 

Like thee, thou bright Cascade ! 

Like thee, sweet streamlet, brave and true. 

Still singing undismayed — 
Though sorrow like this darksome yew 
May hide awhile the azure blue — 

So would I be, Cascade ! 

Sweet summer dies, the brown leaves fall 

Beneath our feet to fade ; 
The yew trees swing their gloomy pall ; 
With cheerful song, undaunted all. 

Still sings the bright Cascade ! 

O bubbling brooklet, canst thou see 
Beyond the yew tree's shade 

Tweed's silver stream fond wooing thee ? 

Is this the secret of thy glee. 

Thou merry, bright Cascade ? 

The autumn wind, with mournful sound, 
Comes sweeping down the glade ; 

O sighing breezes, whither bound? 

Sighs ill befit this magic ground — 
My happy home. Cascade ! 
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My happy home, my heart's retreat ! 

To yon secluded glade 
I long once more to wend my feet : 
Yet not to list thy songs, though sweet 

Thy voice to me, Cascade ! 

A dearer, sweeter voice than thine 

Woos softly to yon glade : 
My mother's hand fond clasping mine, 
And smiles of love that brightly shine, 
Await me at Cascade ! 



HASTEN, SPRING. 

Hasten, hasten, blithesome Spring — 
Balmy winds and sunshine bring ; 
Chasing Winter, dull and gray, 
With its chilly shroud away ; 

Hasten, blithesome Spring — 

Joy and gladness bring. 

Hard and keen the chill winds blow ; 
O, this blinding, dazzling snow. 
With thy soft and balmy breath, 
Life reviving from this death ; 

Hasten, blithesome Spring — 

Joy and gladness bring. 

Melt the snow-wreath's glittering sheen ; 
Rest our eyes with verdure green ; 
Wake once more the warbler's song ; 
O, the winter days seem long : 

Hasten, blithesome Spring — 

Joy and gladness bring. 
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Come with life-reviving power, 

Breathe on leafless tree and flower ; 

Let the sapless boughs be fed ; 

Lift the daisy's drooping head : 
Hasten, blithesome Spring — 
Joy and gladness bring. 

Bid the buttercup unfold 
All its hidden wealth of gold ; 
Wake sweet violet, primrose pale. 
Softly perfume wood and vale : 
Hasten, blithesome Spring — 
Joy and gladness bring. 

Come, and with thy witching smile, 
From sad care oiu* hearts beguile — 
Plenty bringmg in thy train ; 
Faint-winged hope, revive again : 
Hasten, blithesome Spring — 
Joy and gladness bring. 

Weary hearts with longing sore, 
Doubt dispelling fear no more ; 
Trust the Wisdom, trust the Love, 
Ruling adverse winds above : 
Never-failing Spring 
Yet will gladness bring. 



FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Through leafy glade, 'neath the trees' cool shade, 

Not long in vain I sought 
Ere thy beauty bright made glad my sight, 

Thou dear Forget-me-not. 
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With thine eyes of blue that look so true, 
What magic hast thou wrought ? 

Since that sad day, broken hearts they say, 
Named thee Forget-me-not. 

♦Since then we find thy leaves have twined 

Many a true love knot — 
Sweetest voice thou art to speechless heart. 

Thou dear Forget-me-not. 

Joys far above this earthly love 
To memory thou hast brought ; 

O eyes of blue lovers often rue. 
But God forgets me not. 

When far away from the fold astray 
The Shepherd came and sought ; 

When a wandering child, in desert wild, 
He did forget me not. 

On my sinful head a price was laid. 
His blood my ransom bought ; 

O love that could die for such as I ! 
And thus forget me not. 

Sin tried in vain his power to regain. 

For me my Captain fought ; 
Now at God's right hand, in glory land, 

He doth forget me not. 

Thus I, trusting, lean on arm unseen, 

Knowing whate'er my lot, 
Till safe home at last, all danger past, 

He will forget me not. 
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YARROW IN SPRING. 

After long weeks of stormy showers 
There dawned a brighter morrow ; 

How dear to me those peaceful hours 
Spent by the banks of Yarrow. 

With joy I heard the blithe birds sing, 

Forgetting winter's sorrow ; 
How their melodious notes did ring 

Along thy banks, fair Yarrow. 

Hushed every harsh discordant sound ; 

Through winding path and narrow 
.Spring's sweetest messengers are found, 

Pale snowdrops bloom by Yarrow, 

Those quiet hours sweet peace impart 
Upon that bright Spring morrow ; 

With faith renewed and hopeful heart 
I turned my back on Yarrow. 

My soul uprose on faith's glad wing 
Above all care and sorrow ; 

And with the birds my heart did sing 
Thy praise, dear Lord, by Yarrow. 

Thy love made all life's pathway bright 
(No longer dark and narrow); 

Glad hopes arose, like snowdrops white, 
That bloom beside the Yarrow. 

Now open. Lord, blind eyes to see 
Thy love which knows no marrow ; 

Anew I give myself to thee 
In this sweet vale of Yarrow. 

Thou gav'st Thyself me to redeem ; 

The price Thou did'st not borrow : 
Now bathe I in that living stream; 

Ah ! better far than Yarrow. 
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HEARTSEASE. 

O sights and sounds that charm the heart 
And nature's wealth of joy impart — 

Wood, mountain, vale, and stream — 
In all their varied beauties lie 
Beneath this glowing summer skj 

Fair as a poet's dream. 

Sweet lullaby of sighing breeze 
That softly rustles through the trees ; 

The brawling brooklet's song. 
And feathered warblers chirping near, 
With soft enchantment on mine ear 

Their varied notes prolong. 

O peaceful scene, O quiet life. 
Far from the city's noisy strife — 

Fair haven of calm rest — 
In this remote secluded ground 
True heartsease surely may be found 

To calm the troubled breast. 

Hush envious thought, thy murmuring cease,. 
And closer scan this realm of peace, 

This restful haven calm. 
Enter the fairest home of all, 
Where, morn and eve, sweet echoes fall 

Of fervent prayer and psalm. 

O blest abode! yet even there 
Low undertones of grief and care 

Blend with the calm content. 
And tinge with sadness all their mirth; 
The vacant chair beside the hearth 

Still speaks of dear ties rent. 

O death, if thou hadst struck the blow. 
Time's healing hand had soothed the woe 
Of hearts made desolate. 
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O grief, whose pangs are but begun, 
Alas! the mother mourns her son, 
Uncertain of his fate. 

Fond mother's love, true to the last. 

Still waiting, though long years have passed, 

To see him home return. 
Belated travellers of the night 
Within her window beaming bright 

May see love's token burn. 

What serves it other homes to scan 
And mark the varied woes of man ? 

Enough to know how vain 
Earth's sweetest heartsease to impart 
Real comfort to the sorrowing heart, 

Or lull to rest its pain. 

Yes, passing fair wood, vale, and stream. 
Fit subject for a poet's dream. 

Vain mockery of calm rest; 
The brawling brooklet's merry song, 
This peaceful scene, seems but to wrong 

The heart by sorrow prest. 

And is there then for sorrow's wound 
" No balm in Gilead " to be found ? 

Yes, truest balm indeed; 
The weary heart that seeks it may 
Find peace in sorrow's darkest day, 

And strength for every need. 

• 

Earth's joys are vain apart from God, 
Yet sorrow with its heavy load, 

Laid lowly at His feet. 
Divine alchemy turns to bliss ; 
And they alone who learning this 

Find heartsease blossoms sweet. 
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EXPECTANCY. 

He comes, the long, long absent one: 
His mother's pride, her first-born son. 
How slow the waiting moments run ! 
" Expect me, mother dear," he said, 
'* When Autumn fruits are growing red. 

More welcome far than flowers of May, 
To see the graceful bluebells sway, 
And o'er the hills a mantle gay 
Of purple heather softly spread, 
Betokening Autumn's onward tread. 

The long expected time draws near. 
Kind mother sits with watchful ear 
Attent the welcome step to hear : 
Bright Summer's golden months have sped,. 
And Autumn fruits are growing red. 

O happy light in mother's eyes, 
When early twilight veils the skies, 
And shortening day in beauty dies. 
" The days are creeping on," she said, 
'* And Autumn fruits will soon be red." 
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THE LOST LETTER. 

O disappointment, chill and gray ! 
A loving letter went astray ; 

(O faithless post I) 
What sore heart aching day by day 

And grief it cost ; 
What jealous fears and angry tears 
She'd vainly o'er that letter lost. 

When pride forbade her lips to speak, 
Her eager eyes and reddening cheek 
Told all too well 
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How often through that weary week 

Hope rose and fell ; 
Poor wounded heart, its hidden smart 
The sorer that she could not tell. 

Hope deferred brings sickening sorrow. 
Vainly whispering "wait to-morrow;" 

Graspless date, 
Who from hence can comfort borrow ? 

Ever late, 
Still receding, day succeeding — 
Again to-morrow bids us wait. 

She wist not how her eyes grew bright 
And kindled with half -hopeful light 

When down the street, 
With steady tread from left to right, 

Came Posty's feet ; 
But all in vain to soothe her pain 
He brought fond missives kind and sweet. 

With outward smiles and inward fret 
Deceitful all, sighed poor Jeanette, 

" The best of men." 
Love strove, but pride forbade to wet 

Her idle pen ; 
How could she know — penned long ago — 
His love-note lay beyond her ken ? 
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OLD LOVE LETTERS. 

When all sounds in the house were hushed and still,. 

With a trembling hand, and a faltering will, 

And a look of pain on her pale, pale face, 

She drew them forth from their hiding-place, 

All neatly tied with a ribbon of blue. 

For she said, " My love will aye prove true." 
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The pages are lit with love's bright glow, 

With vows that were broken long ago. 

But she dare not open the folds and read 

Lest the unhealed wound in her heart might bleed. 

On the blazing hearth, while her heart grew chill. 

She laid them all with a tender thrill ; 

And covered her eyes, for she could not bear 

Thus to see all her sweet hopes perish there. 

Nor looked till the dying embers were white, 

Even then she could trace one fond ** Good night." 

And a parting blaze as the ashes fell 

Shone bright with the words, *' My darling, farewell." 

Ah ! yes, farewell to my fleeting bliss : 

Alas ! that my dreams should end in this. 



Hush, hush, weary heart, nor dare complain 
That after the sunshine cometh the rain ; 
Tis to draw thy soul from earth, above. 
Where alone is found unchanging love. 
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BRIDAL SONG. 

Up, up, away : 
Disperse, ye clouds of sombre gray : 

Let sunbeams smile 
On two fond hearts made one to-day. 

Soft breezes blow : 
The rosebuds kiss to brighter glow : 

With balmy breath 
Uplift the wild flowers drooping low. 

Ye song-birds sing 
As in the gladsome days of spring. 

O'er hill and vale : 
Go, bid the fairy blue-bells ring. 
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Sweet wedding chimes, 
Ring out the old familiar times : 

The joys proclaim 
That wait in Hymen's brighter climes. 

If naught can wile 
The sombre sky this day to smile, 

Let love's bright beams 
From two glad hearts all care beguile. 

A sweeter song, 
Than minstrel bird could e'er prolong 

Through leafy bowers, 
To human hearts and lives belong. 

Though Nature's voice 
All silent be, kind hearts rejoice. 

Fair bride, with thee. 
And pray, "Kind Heaven, bless thy choice." 

With undimmed ray, 
Should years thy youthful charms decay, 

May true love shine 
As now it lights thy bridal day. 
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ROBBIE. 

Two little feet all cold and bare 
With merry patter climb the stair. 
Two tiny hands undo the door, 
A white-robed form along the floor. 
To half awakened sense, he seems 
Some phantom sprite of fairy dreams. 
A gay young voice, in loving tone — 
"Wake, Auntie, wake, the night is gone." 
Two rosy lips my eyelids press. 
Mute pleading for their morning kiss 
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Two fair round arms my neck entwine, 
Two blue eyes smiling gaze in mine. 
Love's potent spell my slumber breakings 
Could heart resist so sweet awaking I 



CURLY POW. 

"Me Curly Pow," she brightly said, 
And, laughing, shook her pretty head ; 

All over eyes and brow 
Her flaxen locks in triumph spread — 

Bewitching Curly Pow. 

** Me bonnie lassie," next her strain ; 
With roguish glance she smiles again. 

Who could reproach her now ? 
At two years old, alas ! how vain — 

O naughty Curly Pow. 

" Me little woman ;" ah, sweet pet, 
E'er woman's tears thy bright eyes wet. 

Or care-lines mark thy brow, 
Rejoice ; long years of childhood yet 

Are thine, wee Curly Pow. 
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WEE MAGGIE. 

Loving touch of childish fingers — 
How the thrilling sweetness lingers, 
Pleading lips, who could resist them ? 
Smilingly I stooped and kissed them — 
O what true and tender bliss 
Found I in wee Maggie's kiss. 
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Bright wee maiden, by what art 
Gained she entrance to my heart ; 
With her winsome ways endearing. 
Oft my weary spirit cheering — 
Cankering care forgot awhile, 
Basking in wee Maggie's smile. 

Watching, fearing, lest perchance 
I might miss her shy, bright glance. 
Daily on the topmost landing, 
Just outside the doorway standing, 
Little Maggie patiently 
Waits to win a smile from me. 

Gentle sweetheart, modest dove, 
O how dear to me thy love ; 
Shyly offered, little knowing 
What a boon thou art bestowing 
On this heart oft heavy laden — 
Heaven bless thee, sweet wee maiden. 
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CHARLOTTE. 

Dainty, dainty hands and feet, 
Cherry mouth with kisses sweet : 
Of wedded bliss the sum complete- 
Wee Charlotte. 

Opening wide two soft blue eyes 
On the wonder-world that lies 
All around — a strange surprise 
To Charlotte. 

On thy dimpled baby face 
Love delights each day to trace 
Every new unfolding grace — 
Sweet Charlotte. 
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Could we read them, grave or gay : 
What thy daily musings say, 
As unfolds each new-born day — 
Wise Charlotte. 

Fair the world thine eyes behold : 
Safe from every breath of cold, 
Mother's sheltering arms unfold — 
Wee Charlotte. 

What can harm thee, baby fair ? 
Mother's tender love and care. 
Fain from every ill would spare 
Dear Charlotte. 

Frowning baby ; nay, 'twere wrong 
Thus to spoil my pretty song ; 
Sweetest temper must belong 
To Charlotte. 

Father's darling, mother's pet. 
Not a tear thine eye should wet ; 
Frowns or smiles, still dearest yet 
Is Charlotte. 
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SPRING BY TWEEDSIDE. 

Come, Willie, back to Tweed's fair stream, 
Not now 'neath chill November's gleam 

The fallen leaves lie dying ; 
Cold winter's gone, and through the wood 
The balmy winds in genial mood 

Of summer days are sighing. 

Sweet spring o'er valley, hill, and dell, 
Has come with soft, bewitching spell 
To wake all beauties sleeping ; 
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The fresh green leaves come out to see^ 
And, lo ! from under bush and tree, 
The primrose shyly peepmg. 

Bright buttercups unfurl their gold ; 
From grassy sward, half shy, half bold,. 

See daisy eyes upglancing ; 
And down in yonder sheltered glade. 
All in their nodding plumes arrayed, 

Wild hyacinths are dancing. 

'Neath fern and moss half hid from view^ 
The violet opes her eyes of blue, 

Their beauty rare revealing; 
O'er scraggy banks the wild woodbine 
With trailing sprays of ivy twine, 

The rugged rock concealing. 

Flower, brook, and bird new life receive ; 
From early mom till dewy eve, 

What babbling and what singing ; 
Through leafy boughs the notes prolong, 
Where flit glad birds with cheerful song, 

On love's fond errand winging. 

Come, Willie, haste thee back with speed,. 
And see the winding banks of Tweed, 

In summer dress beguiling. 
O'er all the world where you have been. 
Say, Willie, have you ever seen 

A land so fair and smiling 1 
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WELCOME, SPRING. 

Spring has come with smiles at last^ 
April buds are opening fast. 

Where the ivy tendrils cling, 
Winter's dreary days all past — 

Welcome, Spring. 
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^Spring has come with footsteps light, 
"^ Neath her tread blooms daisies white ; 

The woods with merry carols ring, 
Making all things fair and bright — 

Welcome. Spring. 

Spring has come with smile and tear : 
Frowning clouds and sunbeams clear 

Their alternate shadows fling ; 
Frowning, smiling, always dear — 

Welcome, Spring. 

■Spring has come with dewy flowers, 
Mornings fair and twilight hours ; 

Happy birds are on the wing, 
Building nests in leafy bowers — 

Welcome, Spring. 

Spring has come ; low in the vale . 
Violets blue and primrose pale, 

Each their sweetest blossoms bring ; 
After months of stormy gale — 

Welcome. Spring. 

^Spring has come with fragrance rare : 
Like the birds forgetting care. 

Let our hearts rejoicing sing, 
Glad to breathe the balmy air — 

Welcome, Spring. 
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SNOWFLAKES IN MAY, 

Bewitching May ! 
Our hearts to hope beguiling ; 
You came so bright and smiling. 
The chill winds fled away. 
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0, fickle May ! 
Where are thy promised treasures, 
Thy long expected pleasures, 
Thy flowers and blossoms gay ? 

We sighed for May 
All through the winter dreary ; 
Our longing eyes grew weary 
Of frost gems on the spray. 

Deceitful May ! 
'Twas vain in thee confiding ; 
Thy face 'neath storm-clouds hiding- 
Where are thy smiles to-day ? 

O, cruel May ! 
Thy fairest blossoms chilling, 
Their eyes with snow-flakes filling 
In this unwonted way. 

Fie ! laughing May ! 
Coquettish wiles disdaining. 
Cease, cease this snowing, raining — 
Again thy smiles display. 
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THE BLUE-BELL. 

Away, away from my noisy loom 

In fancy I go where wild flowers bloom ; 

Transported as if by magic spell, 
At sight of thy graceful nodding plume — 
Fairy Blue-bell. 

Again- 1 can see the sunny beam 

Over the white foam sparkle and gleam. 

Where the turbulent waters swell, 
There in beauty grows, beside the stream, 
The bright Blue-bell. 
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In fancy I hear the cooling breeze, 
With its gentle rustling through the trees, 

Where happy birds contented dwell ; 
And the drowsy humming of the bees 
The chorus swell. 

Over rustic bridge, through damp morass, 
The well-known landmarks I dreaming pass ; 

Further down to yon bonnie dell, 
Where thou didst wave *mid the quivering grass 
This morn. Blue-bell. 

Short lived thy beauty, alas ! sweet flower — 
Was it wrong to pluck thee from thy bower 

And kindred who loved thee so well ? 
To beguile for me the passing hour, 
Mine own Blue-bell. 

In lifting my heart above earth's strife, 
To the land where death no more is rife 

(Of fadeless flowers thy blossoms tell) — 
Not vainly spent thy fair young life, 
My sweet Blue-bell. 
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A SUMMER-DAY REVERIE. 

June's blooming flowers and fragrance sweet,. 
Forth to the woods beguile our feet, 

With unresisted spell ; 
Fond memories lure us to the spot 
Where grows the blue forget-me-not. 

The flower we love so well. 

Bright flower ! to love and friendship dear. 
Thy name falls softly on our ear, 

With sweetness ever new, 
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Wafts back our thoughts^ on fancy's wing^ 
To sunny memories that cling 

Around thy petals blue. 

Unmarked the moments as they flow; 
When seen in light of long ago, 

How precious in our eyes I 
Our yesterdayjB too fair to last, 
To-day, when numbered with the past, 

Surpassing bright shall rise. 

Why should we thus regretful sigh 
For sunny pleasiu-es long gone by, 

Ajid present joys forget? 
To-day for us ihe sunbeams fall. 
And blooming flowers our hearts enthrall^ 

In dewy fragrance set. 

And dearer, sweeter joys are ours 
Than sunlit skies or dewy flowers 

Could e'er to us impart ; 
For us the wondrous world of thought 
Rare gems from every clime has brought, 

Enriching mind and heart. 

For us to-day, in golden store, 
Nature and Art their treasures pour, 

And love-sweet offerings bring ; 
Ah ! whisper not of Time's decay ; 
Though all of earth must pass away. 

Faith lifts her drooping wing. 

Not in the sunny past our rest. 
Nor present joys shall end our quest. 

For full and perfect bliss ; 
Revealed alone to faith's glad sight. 
Where time nor change our hopes can blight, 

A fairer world than this. 
c 
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SUMMER RAIN. 

Beneath the blue and smiling sky 
The thirsty land grew parched and dry, 
The drooping flowerets seem to sigh 
With longing hopes for thee in vain, 
Refreshing rain. 

But darker grow the clouds apace, 
The sun withdraws his dazzling face. 
At length, long sought, needed grace, 
We hear the patter on the pane, 
O blessed rain. 

It comes with merry dancing splash, 
Then falls with fierce and angry dash. 
While thunders roll and lightnings flash. 
Still we rejoice to see again 
The welcome rain. 

Though thou dost come in stormy blast, 
Thy fury quickly gone and past, 
Thou prov'st thyself a friend at last, 
Refreshing every hill and plain, 
O bounteous rain. 

Our pleasures droop and fade away ; 
We foolish sigh for cloudless day. 
Or joys that never know decay. 
Nay, shrink not from the dreaded pain, 
Soul-stirring rain. 

How often what we sorrows call 
Upon our souls like raindrops fall ! 
Waking from earth's delusive thrall 
To higher, better life again, 
God-given rain. 
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LAUDERDALE. 

bonnie braes and wimpling burns, 
How oft to thee my fancy turns. 

1 seem to hear bright Leader's stream 
Flow murmuring through the wooded rale, 
And see beneath the sunset's gleam 

The fair round hills of Lauderdale. 

The springing sward beneath our feet, 
The heather blossom, honey-sweet, 
With dewy fragrance fill the air ; 
O summer glories, waning pale. 
Still dost thou robe in garments fair ' 
The breezy hills of Lauderdale. 

How fair 'neath western sunlight stood 
Butterdene Braes, old Airhouse Wood, 
Where oft at gloaming lovers met. 
And whispering low the old, old tale, 
Vowed to be true while suns should set 
Above the hills of Lauderdale. 

The Watercleuch, the Holy Well, 
Where saints of old, as legends tell, 
Came oft by faith to kneel and pray. 
Sweet prayer, thy virtues could not fail 
To send rejoicing on their way 
The faithful saints of Lauderdale. 

On yon green hillside softly tread : 
There sleeps the dust of loved ones dead. 
Here had they lived, and loved, and died — 
The young and fair, the old and frail — 
^ow calmly rest they side by side 
Among the hills of Lauderdale. 

Now fades the sunset's ruddy glow, 
We linger still, half loth to go ; 
And ere we bid our last good-night, 
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The harvest moonbeams, clear and pale, 
And shining stars, with silver light, 
Fleck all the hills of Lauderdale. 



MY NATIVE LAND. 

Let others roam from shore to shore, 
The rapture of their hearts outpour 
On Alpine lakes and mountains grand : 
Enough for me, could I explore 
The beauties of my native land. 

Thy hills and vales to me how dear : 
Thy wimpling streams so bright and clear : 
Kind Nature hath, with lavish hand, 
Clothed thee in beauty, far and near, 
None other like my native land. 

O could I track each Highland glen 
By wood and stream, through mossy fen, 
And climbing upward take my stand 
On highest peak of lofty Ben 
To gaze on thee, my native land. 

Nay, wherefore should I seek to roam 
From thee, my lovely lowland home. 
Where fair Tweed laves its pebbly strand : 
Hast thou, 'neath Heaven's starry dome, 
A brighter stream, my native land ? 

Past Abbotsford with murmur low, 
Through classic ground its waters flow. 
Where Eildon hills in beauty stand. 
No Highland Ben, crown-tipped with snow^ 
So dear to me, my native land. 
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Succeeding seasons pleasures bring ; 

The fresh green leaves and flowers of Spring 

To summer glories soon expand, 

And winter snowflakes softly fling 

A white robe o'er my native land. 

When sparkling lies the morning dew, 
Or brightly smiles the noonday blue, 
I praise the skill and love that planned 
Apd wakes to life each mom anew, 
The beauties of my native land. 



AUTUMN. 

O the glories of these Autumn days 

When the sunbeams shed their ripening rays, 

Painting the leaves 
With golden, red, or russet brown, 
For bare hill-tops a purple crown 

Of heather weaves. 

White to the harvest, o'er hill and plain, 
Bejoicing, we see the waving grain 

Bend to the breeze ; 
The blithe birds greet with merry strain 
lUch Autumn, bringing in her train 

Fruit-laden trees. 

Hush ! Spring's fair flowers lie in death's cold sleep, 
And the night's dark shadows closer creep 

On all around. 
O weep ! bright Summer's dying knell 
Softly ringeth the heather bell 

With mournful sound. 
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O husli ! sad hearts are mourning their dead ; 
Death entered glad homes with stealthy tread. 

Unwelcome guest ; 
Bearing forth in his chill embrace. 
Away from sight, the dearest face 

Beloved and best. 

Nay, hush not the songbird's merry strain ; 
Spring's fairest flowers shall blossom again ; 

The wintry blast 
Disturbs them not, in slumber deep ; 
They, with bright Summer, softly sleep 

Till storms are past. 

Though night's dark shadows envelop all. 
The stars shine forth, and the moonbeams fall, 

With silver sheen, 
Slowly climbing the mountain height, 
Flooding beneath its soft pale light 

The vales between. 

Look up, ye sad hearts nor hopeless mourn, 
Though your loved and dear may not return 

Your life to share, 
A little while in patience wait : 
Behold they stand at Heaven's gate 

To meet you there. 



FALLING LEAVES. 

While Summer beauties fast decay. 
O'er flowers for ever passed away 

My spirit grieves ; 
Brown Autumn paints with colours gay 

The falling leaves. 



39 



How mucli of beauty lingers still ? 
The yellow corn-ricks on the hill 

In golden sheaves, 
And happy birds their songs can trill 

0*er falling leaves. 

O Autumn mornings, calm and bright I 
All through the silent hours of night 

Some fairy weaves 
A glittering robe of frost-work white 

To deck the leaves. 

Shall I alone, with downcast head, 
Still murmur over flowerets dead. 

And bygone eves ? 
With half-reluctant feet I tread 

The rustling leaves. 

Ah ! thus it is in life's brief May ; 
Bright hopes, like flowers in colours gay. 

The heart deceives ; 
Alas ! how soon they fade away, 

To withered leaves. 

'Tis ever so with joys of earth : 
But hopes there are of nobler birth 

No heart deceives : 
Go, seek those joys of priceless worth. 

Unfading leaves. 

Now cease, my heart, your vain regret, 
Unfading flowers are blooming yet. 

For soul that grieves ; 
What folly thus to pine and fret 

O'er earth's poor leaves. 
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GOOD-BYE. 

Oood-bye, good-bye — how hard to say I 
O Time 1 thy fleeting moments stay, 
Nor haste to break sweet friendship's tie ; 
My tongue its utterance would delay, 
Good-bye, good-bye. 

Good-bye — ^'tis said with aching heart, 
Unbidden tears of sorrow start, 
To stay their course in vain I try ; 
Belentless fate, and must we part ? 
Dear friend, good-bye. 

Good-bye, earth's joys, alas I how brief, 
Thorns lurk beneath the fairest leaf, 
And clouds obscure the brightest sky. 
The sweetest joy brings sorest grief— 
When comes good-bye. 



Good-bye — 'tis hard to part, and yet 
Why should we waste in vain regret 
The precious moments as they fly 1 
One little while our grief forget, 
And then good-bye. 

Good-bye, good-bye — though sharp the sting. 
Let Faith and Hope outspread their wing. 
It may be brighter days are nigh ; 
We know not what the years may bring 
For this good-bye. 

Good-bye — ^the moments all too fast 
Are rounding onward to the last ; 
One word, dear friend, ohe wish I sigh — 
Meet me where partings all are past. 
Then never more good-bye. 
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BROKEN TIES. 

Tender ties all rudely broken, 
Never word of farewell spoken, 
Cruel silence thus to part : 
For one little, little token 
Vainly longed my aching heart. 

Self -deluded comfort borrow, 
Whispering he may come to-morrow. 
Yet they say three days or more 
Since he left (O hopeless sorrow). 
Left for aye, his native shore. 

Memory silent, sweet defender, 
Did no inward yearning tender, 
Whispering words of fond regret ; 
Bid his haughty pride surrender : 
Could he thus my love forget? 

Ah ! I know not, careless ever, 

He without regret may sever 

Ties that all too closely bind 

This poor clinging heart, which never 

Thus could lightly be resigned 

Oft when hearts at ease are sleeping. 
Cruel memory, vigil keeping. 
Sits a night-mare on my breast, 
Goads my weary eyes to weeping, 
Will not, will not let me rest. 

Hush ! my muse, thy vain complaining, 
Dearer, brighter joys remaining. 
Wings my heart by faith above. 
Bests on mighty, all-sustaining, 
Everlasting, faithful love. 
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Resting, and yet throbbing, beating, 
Prays my faithful heart entreating, 
Best of blessings, love for Thee, 
Prays in faith a joyful meeting 
Waits us in eternity. 



A TWILIGHT REVERIE. 

When twilight shadows darkling fall, 
The hush of night broods over all, 

And song-birds seek their rest, 
How dear to me my window seat. 
Those evening hours of calm retreat. 

The sweetest and the best. 

My hawthorn-tree blooms pure and white 
As sinks the shadows into night 

Amid the gathering gloom, 
Each bending spray shines wondrous fair. 
And softly stealing through the air, 

I breathe the sweet perfume. 

Though oft with tear-dimmed eyes I gaze, 
Recalling brighter, sunnier days. 

(O happy golden years !) 
Ere death, with fatal, cruel art, 
His arrow sheathed within my heart, 

Regardless of my tears. 

Long weary years of widowhood ! 

Hush ! murmuring heart, thy highest good, 

Not always sunshine bright. 
'Twas love that planned thy lonely way 
Far from the noon-tide's dazzling ray, 

Faith sees with clearer sight 



43 



How vain the fleeting joys of time : 
Points to a brighter, fairer clime, 

A world of joy and peace, 
Where death no more hath power to part, 
Nor aught of sorrow reach the heart, 

There tears and sighs all cease. 

Though earthly sunbeams cease to smile, 
And shadows cloud life's little while, 

As blooms my hawthorn-tree 
Amid the gloom ; from sorrow's sting, 
loving Lord, let fair flowers spring. 

And Thine the glory be. 
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GERALDINE. 

She grew in beauty, sweet and fair, 
Dear to our hearts as floweret rare, 
Or precious jewel from the mine. 
O cruel Death ! couldst thou not spare 
Our Geraldine. 

When skies were gray with winter's gloom, 
With tears we laid her in the tomb — 

To dust and ashes back resign — 
Nipt in her beauty's first bright bloom, 
Our Geraldine. 

No more her winsome loving smile 
Shall cheer us in our lone exile — 

Above her grave ye sunbeams shine ! 
Far from her own dear Emerald Isle 
Sleeps Geraldine. 
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Sweet voices whisper throogli the 
Why mourn je thus your floweret rare ? 

Transplanted, by God's love divine, 
Where flowers are ever bright and fair. 
Lives Geraldine. 

Pierce through the darkness and the gloom, 
By faith look up beyond the tomb, 

And see this cherished flower of thine 
In never-fading beauty bloom, 
Sweet Greraldine. 

O grieve not that her lifeless day 
In foreign land ye had to lay^ 

Nor cares she where the sunbeams shinei 
Safe now in everlasting day 
Thy Geraldine. 

O why your heads with sorrow bow ? 
For ever blest and happy now, 

Where neither sun nor moon need shine, 
A golden crown adorns the brow 
Of Geraldine. 

When pilgrims here no more we roam, 
Above yon star-bespangled dome. 
Redeemed by Jesu's love divine. 
To bid us loving welcome home, 
Waits Geraldine. 
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HE CALLETH THEE. 

'Tis Jesu's pardoning voice, 
Poor sinners hear him and rejoice, 

Accept salvation free : 
Oh ! make to-day your happy choice— 

** He calleth thee." 
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Is sin thy burden sore ? 

He paid it all : the long dark score 

On cruel Calvary. 
Oh ! spurn his proffered grace no more- — 

^•Hecalleththee." 

Thy lost and ruined soul 

His blood alone can cleanse, make whole — 

To Jesus, sinner, flee 
From certain death, sin's fearful goal — 

" He calleth thee." 

He died thy soul to win 

From cruel bonds of death and sin, 

To life and liberty ; 
From wrath without to peace within, 

" He calleth thee." 

From fleeting pleasure's day, 

From mocking hopes that lure astray. 

Their end sad misery ; 
To hopes and joys that last for aye 

'* He calleth thee." 

Oh ! weary wanderer come ! 
Though lost and far astray you roam, 

Says Jesus, *' Come to me ;" 
There's rest and peace and joy at home — 

" He calleth thee." 



^ 



QUEEN AUTUMN. 

October days are passing fleet. 
Queen Autumn lingers yet — 

Her slow and half -reluctant feet, 
With chilly frost-dews wet, 
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Still cleaving to her woodland bowers^ 
Where darkling shadows creep ; 

And e'en the daisies, star-eyed flowers, 
Lie closed in death's long sleep. 

She plies with patient skilful hand 

The art she loveth well ; 
In beauty clothing all the land, 

O wonder-working spell. 

With wild rose-berries gleaming red 
She decks the bending spray ; 

Her tinted colours, softly spread, 
Make all the woodlands gay. 

O mornings fair, bright moonlight eves, 
Sweet days of rest and peace ; 

The glad earth yields its golden sheaves, 
And nature's labours cease. 

Queen Autumn, thy fair reign soon past, 
Touched by the frost-king's breath, 

Thy painted leaves are falling fast 
In the chill arms of death. 

Sweet season, linger yet awhile, 
Fain would we stay thy flight ; 

Thy pensive brow and wistful smile 
Grow dearer to our sight. 

Fair emblem thou of sterner life. 
When youth's bright morning gay. 

And noon-day, with its toil and strife, 
For aye have passed away. 

As summer's sunny glories glide 

To autumn calm and bright. 
So in life's restful even-tide, 

Serene and fair the light. 
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THE EMIGRANT'S SONG. 

And must we leave our native bowers 
When Spring with opening buds and flowers 

Would witch the heart to stay ? 
Alas ! with swift revolving hours 

Draws near the parting day. 

Home, home, with joys and griefs entwined, 
'Tis hard to break the ties that bind 

Our bleeding hearts to thee. 
Ah ! shall we such another And 

Beyond the trackless sea ? 

Home of our kindred, justly dear, 
Our fathers lived contented here. 

Beneath the sacred sod 
In death's long sleep they wait to hear 

The trumpet call of God. . 

Conflicting sorrows meet and blend : 
The cherished dead, the living friend, 

Thus called with both to part : 
Time's tender loving ties to rend, 

Enlinking heart with heart. 

And must we go ? relentless fate, 
Our fond regrets come all too late, 

Stern duty points before. 
See yonder ship at anchor wait 

To bear us from the shore. 

Hope vainly whispers in the ear. 
Grief -dulled its voice we cannot hear : 

Fiercely o'er heart and soul 
The surging waves of memories dear 

Their silent billows roll. 



48 



Farewell, each long familiar scene, 
The heather hills and valleys green, 

Tweed's silver winding stream. 
Back, foolish, blinding tears that screen 

From sight one last bright gleam. 

How oft before our homesick eyes 
In all its beauty fair shall rise, 

Wood, valley, hill, and dale, 
Nor fairer lands, or brighter skies 

Shall vie with Gala's vale. 



THE BAIRNIES AT THEIR PLAY. 

O, the bright and bonnie Spring, 
When the blithesome warblers sing 

On ilka budding spray; 
But the sweetest sound ava 
Is to hear at evening's fa' 

The happy bairnies play. 

Wi' the early morning dew 
Spring the wee flowers, fair to view, 

Abune the gowan brae; 
But a fairer sight to me 
Is at gloaming mirk to see 

The bairnies at their play. 

When wi' sairly tired frame, 
At the gray mirk coming hame 

Frae the toils o' the day. 
Weary hearts grow young again 
As they catch the merry strain, 

And see the bairnies play. 



49 



Tis the sweetest time o* life, 
Ere this world's weary strife 

O'er young hearts light and gay 
Casts a shade of doubt or fear ; 
A* things fair and bright appear 

To happy bairns at play. 

O, how sune young hearts forget 
A' the weariness and fret 

O' cauld winter, dull and gray, 
Though lang they wearied sair, 
And whiles thought they never mair 

At gloaming mirk wad play. 

Frae the light abune sae clear, 
A' the storm cluds disappear, 

And beauty crowns the day ; 
But were mine the witching power, 
I wad paint the gloaming hour 

When the bairns come oot to play. 



WINTER FORGET-ME-NOT. 

November casts its chill around. 
The leaves lie dying on the ground, 

Their beauty all too soon forgot, 
When, lo ! one tiny spray I found 

Of blue Forget-me-not. 

By what strange power, O floweret, tell. 
Art living yet ? what magic spell 

Hath saved thee from tiie common lot ? 
Cold winds have rung thy funeral knell 

In vain, Forget-me-not. 

D 
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There all alone it bravely grew, 
And modest, raised its eyes of blue, 

'Mid desolation one bright spot ; 
Contented still, though none might view. 

To sigh Forget-me-not. 

How didst thou bear the wintry blast, 
When leafless boughs no shelter cast ? 

How sad and dreary seems thy lot I 
Of all thy kindred left at last. 

Alone, Forget-me-not, 

Alone, and yet how bright thou art I 
Thy gentle voice speaks to my heart, 

Rebuking every murmuring thought ; 
Bids me contented bear my part, 

Like thee. Forget-me-not. 



■f 
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THE OLD YEAR'S DIRGE. 

On snow-capped hills and frozen stream 
The sparkling ice-gems glint and gleam, 

Their varied beauties vieing ; 
Intent with thine own image fair, 
O earth ! hadst thou no thought or care 

The sad old year lies dying ? 

O thankless, ingrate earth attend ! 

Hath not this old year proved thy friend ? 

No promise fair deceiving ; 
With blooming flower, fruit-laden tree, 
And autumn's waving grain for thee 

Bright robes of beauty weaving. 

E'er yet the old love's lost to sight. 
Arrayed in bridal garments white, 
Serenely, coldly smiling — 
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'To all thy plighted vows untrue — 
Thy welcome sweet shall greet the new, 
Bewitching and beguiling f 

Hast thou not e'en one chilly tear 
To shed for this poor dying year ; 

No hidden fount revealing 
That still there lurks in thy cold heart, 
O earth ! though false and fair thou art, 

One spark of tender feeling ? 

Thus, dies away time's fleeting hours ; 
The old year's wealth of fruits and flowers, 

With all their sweets, forgetting. 
We greet the new year glad and gay 
With fresh flowers laden. Well, a-day, 

'Tis vain past joys regretting! 

Ah ! no, old year, not thus we part ! 
Thy memory lives in many a heart 

With joy or anguish beating ; 
And one will bless, another brand, 
And foolish charge as thou hadst planned, 

Their cherished hopes defeating. 

O sad old year, thus lowly laid, 
What desolations thou hast made ! 

What sorrow and what sighing ! 
Yet other hearts with gladness swell. 
Of hopes fulfilled soft whispering tell. 

And bless thee, old year dying ! 

Our bane or blessing's naught to thee, 
But in that vast eternity 

To which thine hours art winging, 
How wilt thou then to us appear, 
O much abused and mis-spent year ! 

A memory sweet or stinging ? 
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BONNIE WHITE SNAW. 

Bonnie white snaw — 
Softly and lightly the fairy flakes fa', 
Hiding frae sight cauld winter's blight 
Sae poets sing, wha ken na ava. 

Hearts light and free, 
Unfettered by care, nae doubt can see 
The sunbeams break, and snaw- wreaths take 
Fantastic shape on house-top and tree. 

Wi' nae siller or wark. 
Folk hae little heart sic ferlies to mark 
Wi' cauld, cauld feet, wading the street, 
Frae early mom till gloaming dark. 

Weary and chill, 
O what do they care for snow-white hill ; 
To them were crime sic thoughts sublime, 
Wi* wee hungry mou's at hame to fill. 

Wi' glittering sheen, 
The frost-gems shine on their weary een, 
Longing fu* sair to see aince mair 
Gome peeping up the grass sae green. 

Poets may sing : 
Their braw white gems nae siller can bring, 
Nae guid new shoon when the auld wears dune- 
Little ken they o' poverty's sting. 

Bonnie white snaw, 
Wi' a yer ferlies gae wa', gae wa'. 
Frae house-top come doon, rin oot o' the toon, 
And be off wi' yer frost-gems sae braw. 
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THE CAPTIVE SEA-GULL, 

Poor trembling captive ! never more 

Thy feet shall press the shell-strewn shore ; 

O hapless bird ! thy woes I sigh : 

The look of sadness in thine eye 

Might touch, indeed, the heart of stone 

That dooms thee thus to exile lone. 

Thy powerless wings sad story tell, 
Li cruel bondage forced to dwell 
Far, far from rugged rocks and caves, 
Sweet lullaby of sounding waves — 
That rippling splash or storm-tossed foam 
Around thy distant native home. 

O, inward yearnings to be free, 
Wide-stretching sky, far-spreading sea, 
Unlimited and boundless space, 
Exchanged for this vile prison place. 
Where now, alas ! four feet of ground 
The limit of thy daily round. 

Awakes my muse to tell thy grief ; 
Poor captive, death were kind relief 
To thee. O hearts to freedom born ! 
Treat not this woeful tale with scorn ; 
That heart were selfish, cold, and dull, 
•Could mark unmoved this poor sea-gull. 
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BY THE BURNSIDE. 

Bonnie waters glide. 
Resting by thy mimic tide ; 
Chattering, purling stream. 
Woo my willing muse to dream. 
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Can I tell it — nsij I — 
What the babbling wavelets say, 
Whispering soft and low 
Fairy tales of long ago t 

Babbling brooklet, tell 

One who loves thee, loves thee well,. 

Whether joy or pain 

Most shall touch this heart again. 

t 

Whisper ere we part 

To this beating, beating heart, 

Is it weal or woe ? 

Tell me, tell me, ere I go. 

O 'twere folly great 

Could I, dare I, read my fate : 

Gay or sad event. 

Would it bring me full content ?' 

Nay I in silence run ; 
Let thy moments, one by one 
As they onward wing. 
Each its joy or sorrow bring. 

Love, divinely wise. 
Hides from untried mortal eyes 
Future joy or care. 
All that now we could not bear- 
Better hour by hour. 
Take the sun or stormy shower, 
Weary toil or rest, 
One controls who knoweth best. 
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LAST YEAR. 

Was it kindness that brought him back again. 

When life's troubled stream ran calm and dear? 
For my heart was free from the old sad pain, 
This time last year. 

Yes, free from the vain and delusive dreams, 

Which once I held so bright and dear ; 
I will trust no more to those shallow streams, 
I said last year. 

But he came, and his voice like music fell, 

With the same sweet tone once I loved to hear ; 
And his eyes, ah ! how vain beneath their spell 
My vows last year. 

We talked, with a sigh and a half regret, 

Of the time when we held each other dear; 
Those happy days he could never forget — 
Ah me I last year. 

I listened once more to the old sweet strain. 

To his tale of love gave a willing ear ; 
Alas! with the joy came a thorn and pain 
Unknown last year. 

He loves me, he said, and I doubt not this. 

Yet deep down in my heart I sometimes fear; 
Far better for me the calm happiness 
I had last year. 

How delusive the joys of earth, I know; 

What if my hopes like a dream disappear? 
Can I ever go back to the quiet flow 
Of life last year? 



^- 
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NEW YEAR PRAYER. 

Jesus, my Saviour, be thou near; 
With me from day to day abide ; 
Through all the changes of the year 
Be Thou my guide. 

My Lord, 1 dare not face alone 
The dangers hidden from my sight: 
Along this path untried, unknown, 
Bo Thou my light. 

High hopes with glowing colours weave 
A year in wliich fair pleasures bend: 
These sunny hopes may all deceive — 
Be Thou my friend. 

When all the way seems sunshine bright, 
May grateful songs my tongue employ; 
Though in Thy gifts I take delight, 
Be Thou my joy. 

Be near me in temptation's hour. 
This faithless heart's so prone to yield; 
Against the wily tempter's power 
Be Thou my shield. 

When dark my sins against me rise, 
Condemned I stand before the least; 
O Lamb of God, my sacrifice, 
Be Thou my priest. 

Fresh sprinkled with the atoning blood, 
Bid my poor heart its trembling cease : 
Low bending at the throne of God, 
Be Thou my peace. 
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Thy power, my Saviour, let me know, 
Thy love in all its breadth and length, 
That I may fearless face the foe — 
Be Thou my strength. 

Should care or grief my home assail. 
My heart with sorrow be opprest: 
Jesus, when strength and courage fail, 
Be Thou my rest. 

Should death this year release my soul. 
And courage sink beneath the shock, 
When Jordan's angry billows roll^ 
Be Thou my rock. 



^ 



IN MEMORIAM M. B. 

She is not dead, 

He^ happy spirit fled, 
On joyful wing, home to the land of rest. 

No pain, no care. 

No sin, no sorrow there ; 
No tears, no sighs to vex her loving breast. 

Her first glad smile, 

To cheer our little while. 
Was left with lingering beauty on her face: 

One glad bright ray. 

Caught e'er she passed away, 
To tell the triumphs of redeeming grace. 

With joy-crowned brow 

She sings His praises now — 
Praise to the Lamb whose blood her ransom bought, 

Whose love untold. 

In safety to His fold. 
Through life's rough way her weary feet hath brought. 
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Joy evennore. 

Her flays of suffering o'er: 

Beyond the sting of death, the cold dark tomb^ 

So young and fair, 
Her beauty fadeless there, 

Through long eternity shall brighter bloom. 

No long dark night, 

There everlasting light, 
Earth's shadows j9ee : with bliss untold 

The King of grace 

She meets wiUi unveiled face; 
His glory fair her raptured eyes behold. 

His changeless love, 

All other other joys above, 
Hath met and filled each longing of her heart. 

No cloud can dim 

Or mar her joy in Him : 
She knows in fulness, now wo know in part. 

Our loss, her gain : 

Let faith in joyful strain 
Exultant sing above the silent grave. 

Nor hopeless weep : 

Our dear one fell asleep 
On Jesu's breast : nor felt death's chilly wave. 

We too ere long 

Shall join that blood-washed throng, 
When with His ransomed saints, in power and mighty 

To call us home. 

The Lord Himself shall come : 
O joy ! to meet her there in glory bright. 
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MOTHER'S GRAVE. 

Glad morning breaks with sunny smile; 
How vain its beauty to beguile 

My heart back to its wonted bliss, 
While o'er her head the flow'rets wave, 

And chilly night-dews softly kiss 

My mother's grave. 

I wake from happy dreams to weep — 
The grief forgot in blissful sleep ; 

The raining tears my pillow wet, 
When back on memory's cruel wave 

Come words all unfamiliar yet — 

My mother's grave. 

Yes, yes; I know 'tis surely best; 
Oft weary here, she longed for rest ; 

And now no aching pain she knows — 
From suffering sore love could not save : 

A h^ven calm from all life's woes, 

My mother's grave. 

Ah, not from hence can comfort rise; 
To fairer world, 'neath brighter skies 

(The home of everlasting love. 
And joy this sad earth never gave). 

My feeble faith can rise above 

My mother's grave. 



LITTLE THINGS. 

Just one little word of praise, 
How it brightens dreary days ! 
As one fretful word or two 
May a world of evil do. 
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Just one loving look or smile 
Can from weary care beguile ; 
Whilst an angry glance or frown 
Casts the tired spirit down. 

Just one tender, unsought kiss 
Wakes within unspoken bliss ; 
Yet, withheld, may prove a dart 
To the trustful, clinging heart. 

Just one kind hand-clasp or touch, 
Costing little, worth how much ? 
Self-absorbed that heart and cold 
Can such kindly deeds withhold. 

Life is sweet or mixed with gall. 
By these trifles seeming small ; 
Such the power of little things, 
Sweetest solace, sharpest stings. 
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*^ MARGUERITES." 

ON VISITING THE FINE ART EXHIBITION, CORN EXCHANGE, 

GALASHIELS. 

'Mid costly gems of cultured art. 
One sweetly simple held its part ; 
My fancy caught and woke my heart 

To wistful, fond regrets, 
Recalling happy, youthful days. 
The dewy meads and sunny braes. 
Where bloomed in wild bewitching maze 

Sweet Marguerites. 

With Nature's rich profusion spread, 
Frqm every wayside grassy bed 
The star-eyed daisies lift their head- 
First-born of Spring's flower pets. 
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The common flower of every day, 
With pink- tipped petals brightly gay, 
Out-stretched to catch the noontide ray- 
Sweet Marguerites. 

First come, yet last to disappear, 
Liogering our gladdened eyes to cheer, 
When all their gay companions near 

With short-lived beauty sets 
In chilly Winter's quiet rest. 
Lo ! clothed in dainty gold-hued vest, 
Still bravely shows each tiny breast — 

Sweet Marguerites. 

To meet this dear familiar face. 
Enshrined in such unwonted place, 
Out-vieiog all with modest grace, 

My heart entranced forgets 
Surprises still in store for me ; 
And yet, when all I duly see. 
My last fond glance turns back to thee, 

Sweet Marguerites. 
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NOW AND THOU. 
Gracious Saviour, Thou hast called me. 

Called to trust Thee now. 
Who alone of trust art worthy, 

Jesus, only Thou. 

Strange to me this path of suffering. 

Can I trust Thee now ? 
Sad and weary ! who can aid me ? 

Jesus, only Thou. 

'Tis Thy voice, loving Saviour I 
I will trust Thee now. 

I am trusting, clinging to Thee — 
Jesus, only Thou. 
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Not mj trusting, not my clinging: 
O sweet thought, that now 

Thou art holding, Thou art keeping — 
Jesus, only Thou. 

My weak hands may fail or falter, 
Jesus grasp them now : 

Not my hold, but Thine, my Saviour — 
Jesus, only Thou. 

All the failing past forgiven. 

Fully trusting now : 
Self -renouncing. Thou canst keep me, 

Jesus, only Thou. 

Thinking not of future danger. 

All of mine is now. 
Ever present, who can meet it? 

Jesus, only Thou. 

Hour by hour, in joy or sorrow, 
My sweet refuge now; 

His dear love who died to save me, 
Jesus, only Thou, 
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*' BOUGHT WITH A PRICE." 

How great thy love, Lord Jesus, 

Love to me; 
Though far astray I wandered. 

Far from Thee. 

Thy pitying eye beheld me 

Heedless run; 
My precious soul immortal, 

Lost, undone. 
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No human hand could lift me, 

Sank so low ; 
The doom to which I hasted, 

Endless woe. 

But Thou didst leave Thy glory, 

Strong to save : 
My ransom-price Thy life-blood 

Freely gave. 

No more mine own, from henceforth 

I am thine. 
Faith echoes back, my Saviour, 

Thou art mine. 

O strange aod mystic union, 

I in Thee : 
And faith once more can echo. 

Thou in me. 

O Holy Spirit! witness 

In my soul. 
The power divine that healed me 

Keeps me whole. 

Thy power aod love, Lord Jesus, 

Keepeth me 
From Satan's cruel bondage, 

Saved and free. 
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THE LORD'S SUPPER. 

** Take eat, this is my body broken for you." 
Broken for me ! 
O all-surpassing love divine, 
That I might be for ever thine : 
From sin's delusive snare se\. ixee^ 
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Thy precious life-blood poured, 
And thine own body, Lord, 
Broken for me. 

Broken for me ! 
That I may now with fearless face 
Come boldly to the throne of grace, 
With this my all-sufficient plea, 
Thy precious life-blood poured, 
And thine own body. Lord, 
Broken for me. 

Broken for me ! 
Henceforth I am no more mine own, 
But thine, my Saviour, thine alone. 
May every thought be given to Thee, 
Who hast thy life-blood poHred, 
And thine own body, Lord, 
Broken for me. 



ACROSTIC. 

TO MY COUSIN, EFFIB MILNE. 

Ever look upward as you go, 
From whence thy heart's best blessings flow, 
Fear not though adverse winds may blow. 
In storm or calm still trusting cling. 
Eyes looking to thy king, Effie. 

May no vain pleasures of the day 
Incline thy heart from Him away ; 
Let nothing tempt thy feet astray. 
Nor cease with loving trust to cling, 
Eyes looking to thy king, Effie . 
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Earth's glittering joys soon lost to sight, 
Fleeting as are the dreams of night, 
Forgotten ere the morning light : 
In Jesus only trust and cling, 
Eyes looking to thy king, Effie. 

Mind and heart and will surrender ; 
Infinite His love and tender, 
Loving service therefore render : 
Not idle while you trusting cling. 
Eyes looking to thy king, Effie. 

Employ for Him the passing hours, 
For Him thy blood-bought, ransomed powers^ 
For Him thy heart's best fruits and flowers. 
In him thy strength : still trusting cling, 
Eyes looking to thy king, Effie. 

'Mid joy or sorrow still hold fast : 
In death's cold waves when life is past 
Let no dread fear thy heart o'ercast. 
Nay ! death hath lost for thee its sting, 
Eyes looking to thy king, Effie. 



MAGGIE AND I. 

That day, oh ! shall I e'er forget ? 
(How swift the time doth fly) 
Ten long years since first we met— 
Maggie and I. 

We had never a thought of gloom 
In those happy days gone by. 
As we whispered over the loom — 
Maggie and I. 

E 
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Ah ! life for us had then no tears ; 
We talked of lovers (O fie !), 
And shared our girlish hopes and fears — 
Maggie and I. 

When parted by the rolling tide 
How swift our pens did ply : 
No stormy seas could e'er divide 
Maggie and I, 

In joy or grief, though far apart, 
The echo of each sigh 
Was heard ; for we were one in heart- 
Maggie and I. 

This friendship dear, old fogies say, 
That married life will try : 
We'll love each other, come what may — 
Maggie and I. 

And when on earth no more we meet, 
" In the sweet by-and-bye" 
O may we seal our friendship sweet — 
Maggie and I. 
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MAGGIE'S BABY. 

O, Love complete 

In thee, my baby sweet ; 
A precious gift from God thou art ; 

Thy tmy hands 

Love's golden bands 
Hath woven round my heart. 

My little son. 

Dear, precious first-born one, 
My grateful praise no words can speak ; 
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'Tis joy to feel, 
Like fragrance steal, 
Thy soft breath o'er my cheek. 

A mother's bliss ! 

What earthborn joy like this, 
My own, to hold thee in those arms, 

To kiss thy face, 

And daily trace 
Thy fast unfolding charms : 

To watch thee grow, 

Nor let one rough wind blow, 
(From which a mother's love can shield,) 

My babe, on thee ; 

No joy to me 
Such fond delight can yield. 

Though deep and true. 

Sweet babe, my love for you, 
Love hath a deeper, sweeter well, 

With waters free; 

To you and me 
Its worth, no tongue can tell. 

Drink, baby, drink ! 

Faith leads thee to the brink; 
Jesus, my loving Lord, I bring 

This little one. 

Mine own dear son. 
To Thee, the living Spring. 

Mothers of old, 

By tender love made bold, 
Their children brought in faith to Thee, 

Nor thought in vain 

Thine ear to gain : 
So wilt Thou answer me. 
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In gracious love, 

Bless from Thy Throne above 
My little one. Be Thou his guide 

Through all life's way; 

Keep him, T pray, 
Close, close to Thy dear side. 
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THE SUNNY SIDE. 

Expectant stands wee Curly Pow, 
Eyes fixed on mother's thoughtful brow^ 
Who, anxious scannod the chilly sky. 
A kind old friend stood smiling by, 
To soothe the mother's vain alarm — 
*' The little maid will meet no harm," 
He said, '* if on the pavement wide 
You lead her by *the simny side.'" 

" The sunny side," in accents clear, 
Those words arrest my careless ear, 
To wistful longing move my heart. 
Sweet Curly Pow! vain were all art 
To shadow forth thy witching grace, 
The winsome beauty of thy face. 
O may our pet, whate'er betide, 
Keep ever on life's sunny side. 

Of nature's finest, fairest mould, 
Unfit to face neglect or cold, 
O all-compassionate love divine, 
We trust Thy tender care benign 
To guard in paths of rectitude. 
Through youthful years to womanhood.. 
The hearts that close to Thine abide 
Alone can know life's sunny side. 
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So touch her heart that, Spu*it-borD, 
The early dews of life's bright morn 
Be Thine alone ; and all her ways 
Breathe fragrant odours to Thy praise. 
Lord, clothe with sweet unconscious grace 
The growing beauty of her face; 
Keep free from vanity and pride, 
So shall she walk life's sunny side. 

Now, vain this fleeting beauty fair; 
Alas! too oft the tempter's snare; 
O may her lowly spirit meek 
The inward grace of heart bespeak 
That seeks Thy glory, Thine alone. 
All others' gooi before her own. 
Sweet darling, thus be self-denied. 
If thou would'st tread life's sunny side. 



THE FIRST DAY AT SCHOOL. 

With bashful timid air he stands, 
Fast holding in his nervous hands 

The wondrous key 
(Unknown as yet its mystery) : 

The key that opens wide the door 
Of knowledge and its boundless store, 

With downcast look 
He gazed upon the little book. 

At home so merry, bright, and bold. 
Sore trembling now with dread untold, 

And vague alarm. 
He longs for mother's shelterm^ s^xisy. 
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The Master turns this little man. 
With searching, thoughtful eyes to scan, 

And smiles to see 
His look of meek humilitj. 

And being in a genial mood, 

He pats his head^ and says, ^' Be good." 

In kindly tone; 
The timid little heart is won. 

With one qaick glance of glad surpriae^ 
He boldly lifts his downcast eyes 

With modest grace, 
To scan in turn the master's face. 

And gaining courage from that look, 
He dares to open wide his book, 

No more afraid 
To seek and claim the master's aid. 

With merry glee, the long task done,^ 
How swiftly home the glad feet run : 

The little heart 
Now all impatient to impart 

To mother's sympathising ear 
The story of his dread and fear. 

All gone away, 
And how he liked the school first day.. 
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THE SNOW SHROUD. 

Softly through the silent night 
Fell the fairy snowflakes light ; 
Dawn reveals a wondrous sight — 
Lay the world in shroud of white. 
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High above the garden wall, 
Covering roof and tree-top tall, 
Lay the snowy glittering pall, 
Death-like silence over all. 

Woke wee Willie late in bed. 
Rubbed his wondering eyes, and said 
(With solemn voice of dread), 
" Mother, surely God is dead?" 

Strange weird fancy of a child. 
Gazing on the snow-wreath piled ; 
Mother heard and thoughtful smiledi 
Thought of One who undefiled 

Yet for sins of scarlet dye. 
Laying all his glory by, 
From the Father's home on high 
He, the sinless, came to die. 

Not for Him this shroud of snow ; 
Jesus died long, long ago — 
Shed His blood that 'neath its flow 
We might life eternal know. 

Yes, He died, dear Willie, true ; 
Yet by dying death overthrew. 
And sin's fatal stiog withdrew ; 
Now He lives and pleads with you. 

Pleads with tender, loving art ; 
Longs to win Wee Willie's heart ; 
Willie, flee the tempter's dart — 
Choose with Him the better part. 

Yes, He lives, who died and bled ; 
For ever lives, who once was dead ; 
Nay, Wee Willie, calm thy dread — 
Not for Him this snow-shroud spread* 
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MY NAME-SAKE. 

My name-sake ! may thy dawning years 

Be fraught with melody, 
The harvest of our prayers and tears 

In blessing fall on thee. 

If aught of good hath stood the test 

In me, oh ! small my claim, 
I would bequeath to thee the best, 

Sweet maiden, with my name. 

With braver, truer purpose hold 
Truth's straight, unerring track ; 

Wrap round thy heart in closer fold 
The courage that I lack. 

Bo thine, my name-sake, to fulfil 
High thoughts that failed in deed ; 

O worthless boast of ready will 
That yet must weakness plead 

And not alone the ready mind, 

To will all good be thine ; 
But strength of heart and hands combined, 

To act each high design. 

Sweet name-sake, yet my wish for thee, 

When clearly understood, 
Lies folded in the verb to he^ 

If thou wouldst do, he good. 
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GERALDINE AND CURLY POW. 

*' I am not naughty; no," she said. 
With quivering lips and eyelids red : 
A sudden thought has comforted 
The small heart full of sorrow now. 



" Mamma, 'twas naughty Geraldine 
Tore Brother Robbie's book and mine, 
But I am good wee Curly Pow." 

O sophistry ! O cunning art ! 

To soothe the conscience-smitten heart. 

We smile, yet oft times play this part, 

With stubborn pride that will not bow, 
When sudden brought to face our shame, 
To nobler self within lay claim. 

No wiser than wee Curly Pow. 

Ah ! yes, with pitying love we smile 
At childhood's vain and flimsy wile, 
An answering voice within meanwhile 
Claiming this sad confession now. 
We are but children older grown, 
And sin-convicted, would disown 
Offending self, like Curly Pow. 



FIRESIDE MEMORIES. 

*Some boast of grand baronial halls — 
My theme shall be four garret walls, 

Where flickering shadows play. 
And tender memory recalls 

P^ach joy of childhood's day. 

I sit alone — yd not alone 
Rings out each old familiar tone. 

Alone ! ah, no ! where all 
Has some fond memory of its own 

From floor to pictured wall. 
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By mother^s hands made clean and neat, 
How oft I climbed with willing feet 

The quaint, old-fashioned stair ; 
Grandfather's smile to childhood sweet, 

My loving welcome there. 

O love, that ever welcomed me. 
To all my childish tales of glee 

Gave patient, willing ear ; 
In fancy still thy smile I see, 

Again thy voice I hear. 

Dear voice, in death long hashed and still, 

time ! O grave ! ye cannot chill, 
Or childhood bright efface. 

Sweet memory holds, and ever will 
With joy these hours retrace. 

Comes back dear loved ones scattered far — 
Though time and distance seek to bar, 

Our spirits still unite. 
From far off lands on memory's car 

All homeward wing their flight. 

1 feel their spirits hovering near, 
As oft of old we gathered here 

Around this happy hearth, 
Where all, unawed by doubt or fear, 
Rang out om* youthful mirth. 

O childhood's joys, how swift of wing ! 
Still may thy sunny memories cling, 

And heart unite to heart. 
In close and sweet communion bring, 

Though sundered far apart. 
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CONTENTMENT. 

'Tis true I may not boast or claim 
A long descent through sire or dame, 
From noble blood or ancient name. 

Possessing nought this world holds great, 
Yet call not mine a hapless fate, — 
Contentment crowns my lowly state ; 

Nor deem it hard, ill-fated doom 
That bids me ply the busy loom 
Through summer's sun or winter's gloom. 

What though my toil-worn hands may hold 
But scant supply of earth's poor gold ? 
Less dread is mine of rust or mould. 

No stranger guest within our door, 
Love sits at home, with all his store 
Of untold bliss : — what lack I more ? 

No lordly lands my dower may be, 
Yet Nature's woodland glades are free, 
And dear their wealth of flowers to me. 

O happy warblers that throng 
The leafy glade, to all belong 
The sweet refreshment of your song. 

Come cloudy day or sunshine bright. 
Each brings its own of glad delight, — 
Not much in truth to careless sight ; 

A daily round of calm content. 
With here and there a sorrow blent, 
Yet nought of strange or great event. 
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<) Love divine I o'emiling all, 
Whose power controls whate'er befall ; 
To Thee there's nothing great or smalL 

Til us dreading nought from chance or fate. 
Be good or ill my future state, 
3Iine now in restful calm to wait 



N I G H T. 

I. 

*' And it was night." 
Ah, yes ! dark nijrht. With deepening gloom 
It gathers round that upper room, 
Forebodings dark of coming doom, 

Their trembling hearts affright. 

() woeful night! 
While human rage and hatred swell. 
With love divine no rage could quell, 
From Jesus' lips sweet comfort fell, 
With healing balm and might. 

O woeful night ! 
Around Him hung its shadows drear: 
In accents sweet, ''Be of good cheer," 
lie said, and blessed His followers dear. 
O tender, touching sight. 

On that same night, 
O'erthrowing Satan's fell design. 
He broke the bread and poured the wine, 
Memorials of His grace divine, 
Love's sacred holy rite. 
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O woeful night! 
Alone, in mortal agony, 
He prays in dark Gethsemane : 
Frail human love and sympathy 
Asleep in griefs despite. 

O woeful night! 
When guilt in innocence arrayed. 
With love's sweet emblem undismayed^ 
The holy Son of God betrayed. 
Defying Heaven's might. 

O woeful night! 
Bereft of all who loved Him now. 
In purple robe and thorn-crowned brow, 
Proud knees to Him in mockery bow, 
And scoffers boldly smite. 

O woeful night! 
When Jesus, Saviour, Lamb of God, 
Sinking beneath the sinner's load, 
With weary fainting footsteps trode, 
To Calvary's rugged height. 



II. 

O blessed night ! 
With glorious afterward of gain, 
Oh ! not one pang was borne in vain ; 
From this dark mystery of pain 

Sprang fruits of joy and light. 

O blessed night! 
My soul peruse the endless theme. 
Salvation's grand and glorious scheme- 
Poor souls enslaved to redeem 

From sin's destroying mights 
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O blessed night! 
Our chastisement on Him was laid, 
He bore ovr stripes, with none to aid; 
For us the sinless sin was made, 

Hid from the Father's sight. 

O blessed night! 
That proved His love to guilty me: 
He gave Himself, my soul, for thee, 
That henceforth thou in Him might*st be 
Fair in the Father's sight. 

O blessed night ! 
From whence my hopes eternal spring. 
Where now, O Death! thy power to stingf 
Free from thy grasp, my soul shall wing 
Its upward, homeward flight 



HE LOVED ME. 

** He loved me." On me His love was set, 
A sinner trying from His grace to flee ; 
I would have none of Him, and yet 

** He loved me." 

** He loved me." A sin-bound captive led, 
I spurned the hand that would have set me free. 
O gracious love, though cold my heart and dead, 

** He loved me." 

** He loved me." His blood my ransom bought. 
My sins were nailed with Him on Calvary's tree ; 
With such a love beyond all human thought, 

'* He loved me." 
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He loved me," and led me by His grace 
At last my sinful, helpless state to see. 
Soft whispering when I dare not meet His face, 

" He loved me." 

** He loved me," and broke sin's galling chain, 
From condemnation just my soul set free. 
Made me all fair in Him. Ah ! not in vain 

** He loved me." 

** He loved me " with everlasting love — 
Love deep and boundless as the mighty sea, 
Love naught can change in earth or heaven above, 

* * He loved me." 

** He loved me," my Saviour and my Lord, 
And pledged Himself my stay through life to be ; 
When all seems dark, I trust this faithful word, 

" He loved me." 

** He loved me," no danger need appal 
The heart that trusting clings, dear Lord, to Thee ; 
So would I trust, knowing whate'er befall, 

** He loved me." 

'* He loved me," and 'mid the blood- washed throng 
Within the pearly gates my home shall be ; 
Through endless ages this my sweetest song — 

** He loved me." 
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ALL FAIR. 
■** Thou art all fair, my love : there is no spot in thee." — Cant, iv. 7. 
Thy words of love speak peace to me, 
Lord Jesus, am I fair to Thee ? 

O love divine ! 
That can all fair and spotless see 
This soul of mine. 



80 



I who 80 oft from Thee have strayed, 
Yet dost Thou not, dear Lord, upbraid 

This smitten heart. 
In tender accents Thou hast said, 

" All fair thou art." 

For nothing? of my own, I know, 
Canst Thou such grace on me bestow. 

A crimson flood 
Hath washed my p:arments white as snow; 

Thy precious blood. 

O grace! from condemnation free. 
Lord Jesus, I am fair in Thee. 

Thy righteousness 
The garment pure, blood-bought for me. 

My stainless dress. 
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*' THOU ART WITH ME." 

Through this long night of weary pain, 
When all my cherished hopes seem vain, 
To lift my drooping soul again, 
" Thou art with me." 

Sweet words, whose soothing power impart 
Fresh comfort to my fainting heart, 
And stay the blinding tears that start, 
" Thou art with me." 

Ah ! what can harm if Thou art near ? 
My soul to comfort bless and cheer. 
And drive away all faithless fear, 
" Thou art with me." 
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I feel thy presence, loving Lord, 
Thy spirit strikes an answering chord 
In this poor heart ; I hear Thy word, 
" Thou art with me." 

How blest 'mid weary pain to prove 
How sweet the whispers of Thy love, 
Lifting my soul all else above, 

" Thou art with me." 

Thou art my joy : when f aileth sleep 
Close to Thy heart of love I creep: 

love so tender, true, and deep, 

" Thou art with me." 

In this assurance let me rest, 
Reclining on Thy faithful breast. 
Though far from home, Lord, I am blest- 
" Thou art with me." 

1 yield, my Saviour, to Thy will. 
Pain from Thy hand can work no ill ; 
Weary and faint, I trust Thee still — 

" Thou art with me." 



ALL YOUR CARE. 

'* Casting all yonr care upon Him, for He careth for you.'' 

— /. Peter, v. 7. 

Sweet assurance ! weary heart, 
Tell Him all — not half, nor part — 
All the weight thou canst not bear. 
All the bitter pain and smart — 
*' All your care." 
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All that grieves thee, all that stings, 
With the thousand nameless things; 
Griefs no other friend can share, 
All that hurts the tender strings — 
'* All your care." 

Jesus bids thee tell Him all, 
What to others may seem small: 

Is it hard for thee to bear? 

Drooping spirit, hear His call — 

** All your care." 

If it cost thee but one tear, 
Every cloud that causcth fear, 

Faithless doubts, or dark despair; 
Fogs that hide the sunlight clear — 
*' All your care." 

All — for He alone can heal; 
At His footstool lowly kneel: 

Bring your grief to Him in prayer- 
Yes! His heart of love can feel 
'* All your care." 

All your sin and need confess ; 
Trust His power to aid and bless ; 
Tell Him all, and leave it there, 
Every thought that gives distress — 
'* All your care." 

Come and prove His love, how kind! 
Sweetest balm and solace find: 

Lifting thee from dark despair — 
Come, and going, leave behind 
*' All your care." 
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OUR DARLING'S DEAD. 

The woods with merry carols ring, 
And soft the balmy breath of Spring, 
Beneath our feet are daisies spread — 
All fail their wonted joy to bring, 

Our darling's dead! 

Sweet flowers, alas! your varied hue, 
And sunny skies of azure blue, 
So brightly shining overhead, 
Beguile us not, while this is true, 

Our darling's dead! 

Deceitful dreams bring back our bliss, 
Once more his rosy lips we kiss; 
O bitter tears of anguish shed, 
When mom awakes again to this. 

Our darling's dead! 

From happy children at their play 
We turn our tear-dimmed eyes away, 
Recalling joys for ever fled, 
All to our sad hearts seem to say. 

Our darling's dead ! 

O sorrowing hearts, why hopeless weep? 
Thy dear one weary fell asleep : 
On Jesus' bosom l^d his head: 
Those loving arms shall safely keep 

Thy darling dead. 

To earth's temptations, doubts and fears. 
That come with manhood's dawning years, 
Unnumbered ills we learn to dread. 
To all that brings the blinding tears, 

Thy darling's dead ! 
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Though from thy sight the dear face gone,. 
Hushed to thine ears his merry tone, 
O why for him should tears be shed? 
To earthly care and grief alone 

Thy darling's dead! 

On faith's glad wings take upward flight 
To yon fair world of love and light, 
'Mid all the bliss that heaven gives, 
See, clothed in robes of spotless white, 

Thy darling lives. 



MY CAROL. 

[Lines written for an Invalid Friend.J 

Pretty carol, dainty thing. 
Resting there with folded wing — 

Softly, lightly sleeping; 
Little caring that poor I 
All night long must sleepless lie, 

Weary vigil keeping. 

Pretty carol, closed thine ear, 
Restless, tossing, still T hear — 

Tick, tick, tick repeating; 
Lagging moments ; oh ! poor me, 
Could I rest one hour like thee, 

Cruel pain defeating. 

Pretty carol, wishes vain ; 
Sleep forsakes the bed of pain, 

Yet my heart is resting ; 
Of a loving presence near. 
Long, long hours, with naught to cheer,. 

Surest, truest testing. 
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Pretty carol, all night long 
One is near who giveth song 

Sweeter than thy singing. 
Cruel pain, yet I rejoice, 
Tis my Saviour's loving voice, 

Balm and comfort bringing. 

Pretty carol, free from care, 
But ye cannot, cannot share 

This my fount of blessing. 
Shall I murmur at my lot? 
Nay, I would exchange it not — 

Dearer joys possessing. 

Pretty carol, nought you know 
Of the precious streams that flow — 

Flow for my consoling; 
Lifts my weary heart above; 
Truest wisdom, truest love. 

Sorest hour controlling. 

Pretty carol, sweetly rest. 
Wake with morn to sing thy best, 

With thy brightest cheering 
This poor lonely heart of mine : 
Nay, hush, O hush, nor dare repine — 

Endless joys are nearing. 



FROST-WORK. 

0, white-robed day! how dazzling and bright 
Thy beauty falls on our upturned sight ; 

With a cunning hand 

The enchanter's wand 
Its magic wrought through the silent night. 
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On' the frozen pane — a quaint design — 
Strange forms that grotesquely twist and twine, 

The silent frost weaves ; 

From windows and eaves 
The long dangling spars of crystal shine. 

Low bending boughs, erst leafless and bare, 
All bejewelled shine with frost gems rare, 

That sparkle and blaze 

In the golden rays 
Of the noonday sunlight, azure fair. 

The snow-mantled hills and glinting plain 
Bright beams reflect again and again ; 

With beauty imtold, 

All crystal and gold, 
Earth, glory-fair — how fleeting and vain. 

Strange regions unknown, loved scenes appear 
Gone the rippling stream, its waters clear 
Ice-fettered and bound, 
Hushed the merry sound: 
Not a murmur greets the listening ear. 

On rugged rocks, o'erhanging the stream, 
Fantastic ice-bars glitter and gleam 

With silvery sheen; 

The frost-breezes keen 
Have wrapped the land in a fairy dream. 
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O, I WISH IT WERE WEEL AWA'. 

They tell me to sing o' the snaw, 
Lying canld an' chill, 
O'er valley and hill ; 
But I see nae its beauties ava'. 
The puir baimies greet 
Wi' their chilblain'd feet, 
An' I wish it were weel awa' — 
O I wish it were weel awa'. 

The wuds may look bonny an' braw, 

Wi' starry white gems 

On a' the bare stems, 
An' the grand folk up in the ha', 

Wha hae plenty meal, 

An' siller as weel. 
May sing o' the bonnie white snaw — 
May sing o' the bonnie white snaw. 

The wee birdies cower on the wa', 

Nae heart for the sang 

That cheered us sae lang : 
Though softly the fairy flakes fa', 

They likena the scene. 

For frosty winds keen 
Ha'e left neither dog hip nor haw — 
Ha'e left neither doghip nor haw. 

O cauld, cauld the frosty winds blaw. 

An' its hard to thole, 

Nae siller for coal. 
For some canna get work ava 

While this dainty white gown 

Lies o'er a' the town, 
An' they wish it were weel awa'— 
O they wish it were weel awa'. 
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Blaw, fresh winds, an' hasten the thaw, 
The burnies set free, 
Shake down frae the tree 

The frost gems sae bonnie an' braw : 
Let the wee flowers spring, 
An' wi' licht hearts we'll sing 

Farewell to the frost an' the snaw — 

Farewell to the frost an' the snaw. 



G E R A L D I N E. 

Just two years old to-day : 
O life ! unfolding glad and gay 
Before those wondering eys of blue, 

For her the sunbeams shine — 
For her the wild flowers' varied hue. 

Queen Geraldine. 

O tiny crownless queen ! 

Yet rules she well our hearts, I ween ; 

Her sceptre bright, love's potent spell, 

Yes, all our hearts are thine; 
And words were vain our love to tell, 

Wee Geraldine. 

She knoweth love's sweet wiles: 
Who could resist her witching smiles? 
Thus day by day, all unaware, 

Her fingers deftly twine 
The bonds we count it joy to wear 

For Geraldine. 

No bondage true love's law: 

But there are fatal bonds that draw 
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Unwary hearts in love's sweet name. 

O gracious love divine! 
Be Thou a guardian wall of flame 

Bound Geraldine. 

From promise false and fair, 

That would her guileless heart ensnare, 

O grant her grace to turn aside ; 

In meekness to resign 
Herself to Thee : from self and pride 

Keep Geraldine. 

O darling ! two years old, 

May life indeed to thee imfold 

Its brightest joys, though passing tears 

May dim those eyes of thine : 
Be thine the path that knows no fears, 

Dear Geraldine. 



THE M ANNIE. 

Puir grannie's face is wae to see, 
A wee bit rogue wi' bricht blue e'e, 

Wha ca's hisseF «' The Mannie," 
(His years hae hardly reached the three), 

Has stown the heart o' grannie. 

An', oh! her heart is unco sair, 
Noo she can see his face nae mair. 

Her bonnie loesome mannie. 
But as for him, what does he care? 

Nae tear he sheds for grannie. 
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Wi' him we had a bricht new year, 
The hoose he keepit in a steer, 

Turned upside doon for mannie. 
An' ilka day he grew mair dear, 

Till gane the heart o' grannie. 

The like o' him wha ever saw ? 
He stole the hearts o' ane an' a', 

Sae winsome is oor mannie. 
The wale o' bairns, amang them a'; 

Ay, that is true, says grannie. 

O dinna tell, me heart grows cauld, 
An' hard to win amang the auld, 

O' a' that loes the mannie 
(Nae doot she's neither grey nor bauld), 

There's nane mair fond than grannie. 

There's no beneath the lift o' blue, 
Love mair unselfish, leal and true, 

Sae learn to prize it, mannie. 
In a' the world ye'U find there's few 

Sae kind an' guid as grannie. 
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A MITHER'S SANG TO HER BAIRNIE. 

It whiles seems strange, though sweetly true, 
The love, my bairn, I hae for you. 
Ye vex my heart baith night and day, 
Till whiles I greet, as weel I may. 

Ance I had time to sit and read, 
Noo a' sic love is oot my head : 
Oh bairn! ye lead me sic a life, 
I'm nearly vexed to be a wife. 
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Noo baimie, can ye tell me what 
Mj ain gudeman wad saj to that t 
But fine he kens, 'tween yon and me, 
Frae a' sic thocht my heart is free. 

But deed I'm vexed the house to redd ; 
This mom I slippit oot o' bed, 
But hadna got a thing laid by, 
When up ye wakened wi' a cry. 

« 

Ye winna sleep, dac what I will, 
Yell neither sit nor yet lie still ; 
I tried to hush ye doun again, 
Syne took ye up, when a' was vain. 

And noo ye're laughing, bairn, at me ; 
But I maun mak' yer father's tea, 
Sae lie ye doun a wee bit now. 
And look, wee mannie, at the lowe. 

Hoot, toot! ye mauna kick yer feet ; 
See, father's coming, dinna greet. 
Puir father oot amang the snaw : 
Hear how the wind skirls round the wa'. 

And he's been oot three hours and mair^ 
To toast his bread wad be but fair ; 
Ye'll help me, baimie, on my knee, 
And syne hell kiss baith you an' me. 
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TWO YEARS OLD. 

On a world of sunlight and joy 
Look the eyes of our bonnie boy ; 
Ah ! life has pleasures untold. 
There's nought to hurt or destroy, 
At two years old. 
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What knows he of pain or sorrow ? 
Then why from the future borrow ? 

He fears not what it may hold, 
** A brighter day each morrow/* 
Says two years old. 

He sees not a thorn 'neath the flowers, 
Not on him fall the stormy show'rs, 

Nor feels he the winter's cold ; 
All sunny and bright the hours 
At two years old. 

Is it all a delusive dream, 
But a fitful and passing gleam 
That his baby eyes behold ? 
This life that so bright doth seem, 
At two years old. 

Nay ! this life is not all in vain. 
Even from loss we wisdom gain 

That cannot be bought or sold ; 
Wisely hid is the wrenching pain 
From two years old. 

May our darling, whatever betide, 
Ever look on the sunny side ; 
To the shelter of Thy fold. 
Oh, Thou tender Shepherd guide 
Our two years old. 

O, lead him along the way : 
Without Thee we stumble and stray, 

Oft taking tinsel for gold ; 
But with Thee how safe each day, 
Our two years old. 

This life may be joyous and bright. 
Looking ever up to the light ; 
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Yes, life hath pleasures untold, 
Such joys as are hid from sight, 
At two years old. 



ROBBIE'S BIRTHDAY. 

One day there met my wandering eye. 
Two little socks hung out to dry — 

A dainty pair ; 
And waking memory told me why, 

With thoughtful care, 
Kind grannie's fingers day by day 
Had knit these little stockings grey. 
Then washed and left them there. 



Oh, tender love ! though some forget. 
The birthday of wee Robbie pet. 

Till all too late ; 
His dear kind grannie never yet. 

By chance or fate, 
Could let the day forgotten be 
(Trust love for faithful memory), 
Writ on her heart the happy date. 

Ah, yes ! 'tis just five years ago, 
Not vanished quite the winter's snow. 

When Robbie's eyes 
First opened on this world of woe 

With sad surprise ; 
So some would say, but never me, 
E'en in this world of woe I see 
So much of good to love and prize* 
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Dear Bobbie never yet has felt 
The sorrow needed oft to melt 
Proud hearts and cold ; 
In love divine and wisdom dealt, 

To prove the gold. 
Oh, love divine, could we discern 
In sunshine what we fail to learn, 
Our sorrows may to us unfold. 

'Twas love that made these stockings neat, 
To guard wee Robbie's tender feet 

From damp or chill. 
We joy to know a love more sweet 

And tender still — 
(A love so faithful, sure, and tried. 
That e'en for such this true love died). 
Our darling guards from every ill. 
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"GOD IS HER E." 

Bright Robbie, sturdy six-year-old, 
Safe tucked in bed with loving fold, 

Was told (with fond good-night) 
Like brave good boy to fall asleep. 
Yet still the blue eyes vigil keep, 

Sore longing for the light. 

His small heart fills with nameless dread. 
The deepening darkness round his bed 

Strange weird-like shadows take. 
Fast fall poor Robbie's gathering tears. 
Loud sobbing out his childish fears — 

Lo ! Johnnie's blue eyes wake. 
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Wee Johnnie, jouogest, dearest pet 
(In years scarce more than babj yet), 

Unawed by thought of fear ; 
To still his brother's stormy grief. 
And sure his words must bring relief, 

Said sofUy, " God is here." 

O simple trust ! child-faith how sweet ! 
Ah ! could we thus all darkness meet, 

Soft, hushing every fear ; 
Though trials sore around us press, 
Amid it all say, Is not this 

Enough, that " God is here?" 



ON RECEIVING A BOOKALA.RK. 

God is love — 
Sweet reminder, anxious heart. 
Bid thy faithless fears depart ; 
Trust the power that rules above : 

God is love. 

God is love — 
Though thy tears of sorrow flow, 
Our earth's dearest hopes laid low, 
'Tis to wean thy soul above : 

God is love. 

God is love — 
When thy best loved friends forsake. 
Broken heart, fresh comfort take ; 
Lift thy tear dimmed eyes above : 

God is love. 
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God is love — 
Whisper o'er the new-formed grave, 
Though from death thou could'st not save, 
Sings the ransomed soul above : 

God is love. 



" WHAT I TELL YOU IN DARKNESS THAT 
SPEAK YE IN LIGHT."— Matt. x. 27. 

Words spoken in the darkness, 

When sin o'erwhelmed my soul ; 
Sweet words of peace and pardon, 

And power to make me whole. 

Words spoken in the darkness 

Of cherished hopes laid low ; 
Such consolation bringing, 

The tears forget to flow. 

Words spoken in the darkness, 

The hush of sorrow's night ; 
O loving words of comfort. 

Of joy, and love, and light. 

Words spoken in the darkness, 

When weary pain opprest ; 
O soothing words and tender, 

O healing balm and rest. 

Words spoken in the darkness. 
When loved ones faithless prove ; 

Of precious love undying, 
No time or change can move. 
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Words spoken in the darkness 

Of daily pressing care, 
Brave hopeful words that strengthen^ 

With patient grace to bear. 

Words spoken in the darkness, 
Each loving message bright, 

With grateful heart remember, 
And tell it in the light. 

O, loving Lord, we praise Thee, 
Our friend, our staff, our stay, 

For words of love that brighten 
The clouds that mark our way. 



MY FAITHER. 

O weel I mind, wi' smile and sigh. 
The blythesome days noo lang gane by, 
When sitting on kind faither's knee 
A happy little maid was I — 
My faither a' the world to me. 

Nae trouble then could e'er befa* 
But faither's kiss wad mend it a' : 
Ae look o* love frae his kind e'e, 
And tears were gane like melted snaw — 
My faither a' the world to me. 

How willing then along the street 
I'd rin at gloaming hour to meet 
And bring him home wi' merry glee. 
Syne draw my wee stool to his feet— 
My faither a' the world to me. 



98 



And o' what joj on Sabbath mom 
To gang wi' him and pu' the thorn 
That bloomed sae white and fair to see; 
Nor cared he though his hands got torn— 

faither aye sae kind to me. 

When clasped in his mj little hand, 
The whole earth seemed a fairy land 
Frae daisy sweet to stately tree ; 
Sae closer grew ilk loving band, 
That made him a' the world to me. 

When puzzled sair my simple mind, 
O^er lessons hard to be defined, 

1 never vainly brought my plea : 
For help an' counsel, wise and kind, 
My faither a' the world to me. 

Sae brightly passed my early years, 
Nae room for sorrow, cares, or fears ; 
Frae a' sic ills my heart was free. 
Soon dried were childhood's transient tears, 
Wi' faither a* the world to me. 

Alas I that care and grief should steal 
Not e'en a faither's love can heal, 
And tears o' sorrow dim the e'e ; 
But, oh ! it cheers this heart to feel, 
A faither's love still true to me. 
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FATHERS BIBTHDAT. 

'Bn^A Sfriog. with ApriTs biid£i^ ^f^^J^ 
Brings rooDd ODee more th j natal daj. 
And wakes n^ muse to sing tliis laj. 

Ag^w wilh pure and qneicliless flame. 
Sweet filial lore asserts its daim. 
To biesB an bomoored father's name. 

Fond memories, aD nnbiddeo, rise 
Of diildliood*s iRi^it imdonded skieSy 
Our knrl V liome, earth's paradise. 

A happj* blissful, safe retreat. 

Where watchful care and lore ccmplete 

Made smooth life's path for little feet. 

O patient father, good and trae, 

If cares perplexed thee, naught we knew, 

life wore for ns its sunniest hoe. 

But O how swift the wdght to bear. 
If aught were ours of childish care, 
School-books thrown down in Tain despair. 

Thy helping hand, and ready smile, 
From childish petulance would wile, 
Again to effort brave beguile. 

Bright questions here and there to ask, 
How easy seemed the hopeless task, 
Disguised in love's fair woven mask. 

O hallowed memories that cling 
Around the songs we used to siog. 
Of Jesus, Saviour, Shepherd, King. 
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In tender accents father told 

Of welcome sweet for joung and old, 

Who sought this Shepherd's happy f old^ 

Well may we bless thee, father, now, 
When silver hairs adorn thy brow, 
To all thy children dear art thou. 

Nor years have made thy pleasure less, 
With witching wile and fond caress, 
Thy children's children round thee press. 

Glad Spring, fair emblem of the May, 
That reigns within thy heart for aye, 
Befitteth well thy natal day. 
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WELCOME HOME. 

Welcome home, my father dear. 
The winter hath been long and drear. 
Without thy smile our hearth to cheer 
Welcome home. 

Welcome home, *tis sunshine bright. 
Morning dawns to sorrow's night, 
Dearer than the morning light : 
Welcome home. 

Welcome home, our joy to share, 
Ready stands the old arm-chair ; 
How oft we longed to see thee there t 
Welcome home. 

Welcome home, our hearts beat fast,. 
The weary months of waiting past ; 
The old arm-chair is filled at last : 
Welcome home. 
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MY AIN GUIDMAN. 

Its a bonnie, bonnie Spring, 
But it canna comfort bring 
To hearts wi* sorrow fu' : 
O I try sair no to mourn, 
But mj thoughts they aye return, 
My ain guidman, to you. 

While I sit here a' the day 
Prae the dawn to gloaming gray, 
The past a' comes to view : 
Through mony a changeful scene 
O hoo happy hae I been, 
My ain guidman, wi' you. 

For mony a lang, lang year, 
Hae I had ye aye to cheer 
Wi* love sae kind and true : 
Noo my heart finds nae relief, 
For a' canna tell this grief, 
My ain guidman, ,to you. 

O its hard to sit here still. 
When a* ken ye're weak and ill, 
That fremm folk tend ye noo : 
~'Tis nae lack o' love in me, 
O ye ken I*d gladly dee, 
My ain guidman, for you. 

But a maunna, maunna fret. 
There's a glimpse o* sunshine yet 
The dark cluds keeking through : 
O there's Ane wha winna sleep, 
Wha has promised watch to keep, 
My ain guidman, o'er you. 

'Though my tears a canna tine, 
Yet His wor4s o' love divine 
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Fa' on my heart like dew; 
And the tears He disoa chide,. 
For he kens its hard to bide, 
My ain guidman, fra you. 

O He bids me wait a wee : 
Sune the shadows a' shall flee 
And leave the lift sae blue : 
Sae He gies my heart relief 
When a canna tell this grief, 
My ain guidman, to you. 

Though the lesson has been sair,. 
Sune we'll read its meaning fair, 
And bless His love sae true : 
The kind, kind love that kenn'd 
Aye what was best to send, 
Guidman, to me and you. 

There's a weight o' joy and bliss 
In a fairer world than this, 
And our days here may be few v 
In that land, where a' is fair, 
O I'll meet to part nae mair, 
My ain guidman, wi' you. 
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MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY.- 

15th Sept. 1879. 

Awake my muse thy sweetest song! 
No fancy fair or blissful dream 
Of youthful love shall be my theme. 

The circling year, with golden leaves. 
When autumn berries bend the spray,. 
Bring round my mother's natal day. 
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Sweet season, that befitteth best 
The silver hair long past life's morn, 
And kind, kind hands love's toil hath worn. 

Though youthful bloom for aye hath fled. 
My mother, to this heart of mine, 
No fair young face so sweet as thine. 

With undimm'd lustre, love's sweet ray 
Beams brightly still .within those eyes, 
As sunbeams fall from autumn skies. 

Age hath not chilled the kindly heart 
So quick to feel another's grief, 
And loving plan some kind relief. 

Thy tender care made childhood's day 
A memory dear that riseth bright, 
A gladsome dream of pure delight. 

Thy golden rule, love's magic spell, 
O tender mother ! well we may 
Revere and bless thy natal day. 

And thank the God of love who gave 
So true a friend to guide our youth 
In ways of wisdom, love, and truth. 

As autumn reaps the pleasant fruit 
Of many long and toilsome hours, 
'Neath searching sun or stormy showers^ 

So be the autumn of thy days 
Made bright all other days above 
With fruits of self-denying love. 
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MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY. 

1882. 

The early twilight closing round 

With chilly mantle gray, 
And starry frost-gems on the ground 

Recall thy natal day. 

Sweet mother mine, though thou art laid 

On weary bed of pain 
This day be double honours paid : 

Wake, Muse, thy sweetest strain. 

To sing of glad triumphant grace, 

'Mid pain rejoicing still ; 
Of faith that wholly trusts her ciise 

To God the Father's will. 

His will ! O blest assurance this — 
Though oft in rough disguise, 

Yet ever means His people's bliss — 
To faith's anointed eyes. 

My mother, thou hast proved it so : 
Through pain and suflFering sore 

Exultant faith, from every blow. 
To higher heights would soar. 

And shall we mourn the summer fled, 

With beauties lost to thee, 
Save what from oflF thy lowly bed 

Thy grateful eyes could see. 

A thankful heart is thine, though small 

And limited thy view ; 
Pair to your eyes yon ash tree tall. 

Green bay and bending yew. 
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Ah, no ! for thee we may not mourn, 
O'er earth's fair beauties lost ; 

The crown of suffering bravely borne, 
Proves worthy all its cost 

Long weary months yet bleissing fraught, 

That flow to thee and thine, 
O precious lessons daily taught 

This wayward heart of mine. 

O blessed privilege to trace, 
'Midst sorrow's adverse tides, 

The daily triumphs of His grace 
On whom thy soul abides. 

Oft racked with cruel pain e'er while 

Thy gentle face will light, 
Display again thy wonted smile 

Ineffably bright. 

A hallowed spot our mother's room, 

All love to linger there ; 
Thy suffering brings no cheerless gloom, 

No sighs of vain depair. 

Ah ! could my filial love restore 

Thy wonted health to thee, 
No pang of pain should vex thee more. 

My mother, could this be. 

Yet why indulge in wishes vain? 

O teach me to resign 
Thy future days of health or pain 

To wiser love than mine. 

Ood's peace be with thee, mother, dear, 

His arm support and stay. 
His ivords of comfort bless and cheer 

On this thy natal day. 



106 

TO MOTHER. 

When gathering twilight veils the skies, 
And darkening daj in beautj dies, 
With longing heart and wistful eyes, 
I gaze across the space that lies 
(Aiid count the days that intervene), 
Sweet mother, thou and I between. 

Cloud shadows settle calm and still, 
To rest on Gala's wooded hill ; 
My heart alone with anxious thrill. 
Yet wakeful questions — " Well or ill, 
Which is it, mother mine, with thee ?" 
O lagging moments swifter flee. 

And bring once more the joyful day, 
When filial love with free full sway 
Shall bid my willing feet obey, 
And tread once more the homeward way ; 
And O, sweet mother, may I trace 
Returning health upon thy face. 

Bright hope thus whispering words of cheer,. 
Hath soothed to calm my anxious fear ; 
A fond good night, sweet mother dear. 
Ye breezes waft it to her ear. 
With heart uplifted, lightened breast. 
Sleep woos my weary eyes to rest. 
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MOTHER'S GOOD NIGHT. 

Restless tossing on my pillow, 
Watching through the bending willow 

Far ahead the waning light, 
Sudden was my doorway stirred, 
Through the gathering gloom I heard 

Mother's tender sweet " Good night.* 
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Oh, mother's love, unconquered, still 
Responds with sympathetic thrill 

To this my weary plight : 
Regardless of her own sore pain, 
All weak and wan, she comes again 

To kiss her child, *' Good night/* 

The kind hand laid upon my brow 
To still its throbbing pulses now 

Wakes wonder, fear, delight ; 
As oft in childhood's days long fled, 
Again she tucks me safe in bed. 

With kiss of fond " Good night." 

Oh, gentle mother, nights and days 
Thy lot with pain that still delays 

To give thee rest's respite ; 
But one brief day of sickness mine. 
What self-forgetting love is thine 

For me : oh, sweet " Good night." 

Say, was it thine, kind mother dear, 
This trembling sympathetic tear, 

Soft falling hid from sight ? 
One drop from thy deep well of love. 
Of which, oh ! may I worthy prove, 

Sweet mother mine, ** Good night." 



ONE YEAR AGO. 

I list while the bum with its music low 
Sings the same sweet song of one year ago, 
And all things wear just the look they had, 
My heart alone seems weary and sad. 
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One year ago and our home was bright 
With a mofiier's tender smiles to light ; 
Ah I the brightness found its sad eclipse 
In the last fond kiss from her dying lips. 

And we laid our darling mother low, 
With summer flowers 'neath winter's snow ; 
Bright flowers, they return to us again, 
But for thee, sweet mother, we long in vain. 

Glad Spring has come, hark ! the feathered throng 
Fill the balmy air with melodious song ; 
Ah, me ! with what delight I heard them sing 
As oft I sought this sylvan shade last Spring. 

One year ago ! what cherished memories wake : 
Yet dearer now, my mother, for thy sake 
This scene, which tells of suffering bravely borne, 
Bids feeble faith look up nor hopeless mourn, 

Since thou art blest, from pain and sorrow free, 
The strains that greet thine ear, Heaven's melody. 
Thy home where living waters softly flow 
And wondrous leaves of healing virtue grow. 

O blessed link ! which draws with love's own hand, 
My heart to thine within Immanuel's land : 
Though dear this earthly home and passing fair, 
By faith I see my better portion there. 
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MOTHER'S COMING. 

" Mother^s coming ;** Jeanie's face 
Shines with sweet unconscions grace : 
Proud the tidings to impart ; 
All the raptm-e of her heart 
Mirrored in her love-lit eyes. 
As the gladsome words arise — 
'* Mother's coming/' 
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" Mother's coming ;" O how sweet, 
Parting over, thus to meet ; 
Jeanie's looks are questioning why 
Comes from me no bright reply ? 
Can I smile ? who may no more 
Speak those words though longing sore — 
*' Mother's coming." 

" Mother's coming ;" on mine ear 
Fall the words so sweet to hear ; 
Tender memories sudden wake, 
Backward crushed, for Jeanie's sake ; 
Shall I dim the joyful light ? 
From her eyes proclaiming bright — • 
'* Mother's coming." 

" Mother's coming ;" who so well 
All the joy and bHss can tell ; 
Backward then my selfish grief, 
Let thy passing pangs be brief ; 
While my heart sore throbbing still 
Answers with electric thrill — 
" Mother's coming." 

** Mother's coming;" e'en for me . 
Joyful meeting yet shall be. 
Heart, thy meed of sorrow bear, 
Grudge not Jeanie's joy to share ; 
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Knowing this, beyond death's shore 
Tender, loving as of yore — 
Mother's waiting. 
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"AS ONE WHOM HIS MOTHER COMFORTETH." 

I miss my mother's gentle ways, 

Her kindly words of blame or praise : 

The sympathetic love that sought 

To know and soothe each troubled thought ; 

And not alone my meed of care, 

Her bliss my smallest joy to share. 

Thus more and more each passing year 
Did tender mother's love endear 
In closer bonds, heart linked with heart, 
Till death relentless bid us part. 
Sweet mother ! mine alone the loss ; 
Thy crown is gained, laid down the cross. 

And fain I would with thee rejoice : 
Bid selfish sorrow hush her voice ; 
I would, yet cannot ; ah I poor me, 
Grief clamorous will not silenced be. 
So sharply goads my own heart pain. 
Tears hide from sight thy greater gain. 

Grief claims its hour of bitterness. 
Heart hungering sore for one last kiss. 
One word of love, makes vain demand 
To touch once more the dear kind hand : 
O life, how cheerless, dull and gray, 
With mother, darling, gone for aye ! 

Nay, hush ! one tender heart draws nigh 
{Responsive to my weary cry), 
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Who wef BIT mooTOw and who Ldows 
The depth uDEpcikak of mj woe^ : 
And eroi with a iDOtlierV an 
He eomfortetli mr wounded hearL 

WQDdrous power of lore ^rine, 
Tltat with &e«h rays of glory sfaine« 
To meet and satisfy each need^ 

So now with wondering eyes I read« 
And ponder what the Spirit saith — 
** One whom his mother comforteth.'^ 

1 read and daim it, Lord, from Thee : 
Thus, gracious Father, comfort me : 
Do thou my wearied spirit bless 
With all a mother^s tenderness — 
Thou who canst all my need supply. 
This sore heart-hunger satisfy. 
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FORTY TEARS. 

Forty years since our wedding day, 
With dieir joys and sorrows, Lave passed away; 
You have left me, love, at life's twilight gray ; 
Do you know in the mansions fair above 
How sadly I miss thee, my old-time love ? 

Forty years since I called thee mine, 

A precious gift from love divine : 

He hath claimed His own, shall I dare repine ? 

Though the way seems long without thee, swoot wife, 

Who wert to me as the pulse of my life. 

Forty years ! o'er the lapse of time 

Again I hear the merry chime 

Of marriage bells ; and their mystic rhyme, 
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On the balmy breezes apward borne, 
Recall the hopes of that fair June mom. 

Forty years ! could their good and ill, 
Dear love, our youthful hopes fulfil, 
While we trode together life's rugged hill ; 
Ah, yes ! in our union of heart complete 
E'en the weary cares of life seemed sweet. 

Forty years ! ah, me ! is it wrong 

To fancy 'mid the white-robed throng 

One moment you pause in the glad new song 

To think of the lonely grief I bear — 

Is the human heart less tender there ? 

Six months! long years they seem to me, 
Since, alas ! in vain I brought my plea 
For thy precious life ; yet faith can see 
Thy rapture now 'mid the ransomed blest, 
And knows, in withholding, He gave the best. 



MY GRANDMOTHER. 

I never sat upon thy knee, 

No childish memory calls to me 

One look of thy dear face ; 
But 0, so oft I have been told 
How good thou wert to young and old — 

Thy footsteps I can trace. 

Where ever thou in life wert known. 
Though years since then have come and gone^ 
Revered thy memory still ; 
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Old faces brighten at thy name, 
They one and all the praise proclaim— 
^' O guid kmd Effie Milne." 

The sad and dawncast thou could'st cheer, 
Or lend a sympathising ear 

To happy children's fun ; 
To thoughtless ones give counsel meet : 
How willing were thy hands, thy feet 

At mercy's call to run. 

How sweet the record of thy life I 
Though much you knew of care and strife, 

Thou never wert dismayed. 
Ah ! those who knew and marked thee well 
The secret of thy peace could tell — 

On God thy heart was stayed. 

His life divine within thy soul 
Did all thy words and acts control, 

And did to thee impart 
That sympathising love of thine, 
Reflection of the grace divine 

That sanctified thy heart. 

O may I ever worthy be. 

Dear Grannie, of thy name and thee. 

With calm contented mind. 
Let cloud or sunshine mark life's road^ 
May I like thee still trust in God, 

In Him my comfort find. 
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THE UNATTAINABLE. 

^Mid countless roses red and white, 
One matchless bud in beauty bright, 
Waved proudly far above our height: 
Beyond our reach there ever grows 
The sweetest rose. 

Our longing eyes were raised in vain : 
Oh I could we but yon height attain, 
This dainty, witching rosebud gain. 
The fairest, sweetest flower that blows, 
This matchless rose. 

To mar the path with tangled twine 
Though prickly thorn and brier combine, 
At length, O joy I the prize is mine. 

With one quick grasp from where it grows, 
I pluck the rose. 

Alas! I cry, " And is this all," 
As one by one the bright leaves fall, 
Hope's sweet fruition turned to gall : 
With one rude touch thy beauty goes, 
fragile rose. 

O! had I left thee on thy height. 
Nor thus destroyed thy beauty bright, 
Thou still had'st been a gladd'ning sight, 
Nor would I now lament thy woes, 
O hapless rose. 

When in our grasp the longed for prize. 
How often thus, before our eyes. 
Its fancied worth and beauty dies : 
This world no lasting pleasure knows, 
No fadeless rose. 
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MY FAN. 

My pretty fan! thy painted wing 
Awakes my alumbering muse to sing: 
'Thy balmy breath has stirred a train 
Of pleasant memories. Yes, again 
I taste the joys too bright to last, 
And live once more the buried past! 

My absent friend! once more to me 
Come back the hours I've spent with thee. 
Ah, friend! we soon may count the years 
Since that sad morn, wiUi unshed tears, 
We smiling spoke oiu* last farewell, 
Nor dared our inward grief to telL 

Twas early Summer, smiling May, 

Thy parting gift a budding spray 

Of cherry blossom, dewy wet. 

Sweet flower ! long withered now, and yet 

Safe folded from the reach of ill, 

These faded leaves are cherished still. 

Oh, parting hour, so bright and brief I 
We strove to stem the coming grief, 
Becalling each some some glad event 
Of happy hours together spent. 
Ah, Time ! 'twere vain thy steps to stay : 
Goodbye came all too soon that day 1 

Dear friend ! though sundered far apart. 
Still heart responsive beats to heart. 
This dainty toy, if such thy plan, 
Was needed not my love to fan : 
My spirit wafts across the deep 
With thine its fancied tryst to keep ! 

And often, too, I know you dream 

Of Scottish mountain, vale, and stream : 
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Though fair and bright the land jou roam 
Thy true heart yearns for friends and home^ 
Nor present joys can check the sigh 
Of fond regrets for days gone by. 

Farewell, kind friend ! forget me not : 
If never more our happy lot 
On earth to clasp each other's hand, 
Be this our joyful hope, dear friend, 
To meet in brighter world than thi 
No parting there to mar our bliss ! 



A SUMMER DAY'S WALK. 

One fair, bright day, 
Ere May's fresh bloom had passed away^ 
We wandered forth with willing feet 
To seek the woodland's calm retreat. 

By silver Tweed 
We found the fairest, greenest mead, * 
With golden buttercups aglow, 
And ox-eyed daisies all ablow. 

Here tempted to stray, 
With feet reluctant, on our way : 
This flowery mead so fresh and green, 
So wondrous bright its golden' sheen. 

Of quivering trees 
Soft whispering sang the passing breeze. 
Farewell, sweet mead, we seek the bowers, 
Where hidden bloom May's sweetest flowers. 



117 

Widi partmg sigh 
T^e leave the mead and onward hie. 
The bright waves dancing in their flow 
Sogmle 116 on with murmur low 

Of restful shade, 
In jcrnder cool and leaf j glade ; 
ISoT proved its sweet beguilement vain, 
Whfin glad at heart the goal we gain. 

Heart, eye, and ear 
£ach find their own refreshment here, 
Above the cloudless summer sky, 
Beoieath the river rippling by. 

On either side 
Hitij vale, and meadow stretching wide 
In all the first sweet bloom of May 
The lovely smiling landscape lay. 

O sin-marred earth, 
What wert thou in thy Eden birth ? 
This summer day so passing fair, 
■iSo fresh and soft thy balmy air. 

Yet vain to rest, 
Around us grew the fairest, best 
Of all the May's enchanting flowers : 
Too swiftly speed the fleeting hours. 

In this fair grove, 
Enriched with Nature's treasure trove, 
Primroses pale and violets shy 
In modest grace each other vie. 

Farewell, sweet day ! 
Flower-laden on our homeward way, 
Love's fond memento of the spot, 
Eiach wears the blue forget-me-not. 
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AUNT JESSIE. 

Annt Jessie, ever good and kind, 

Thy name with memories dear entwined^ 

The passing years yet closer bind 

With firmer bond affection's tie : 
Large-hearted, thou art ever nigh 
To share our joy, our griefs to sigh. 

A kind, wise counsellor, and so 
In all our family grief or woe 
Aunt Jessie must be first to know. 

O true, unselfish, tender heart, 
In all our sorrows bearing part, 
In sore distress sure stay thou art. 

Nor waiting idle tears to shed, 

How kind thy touch, how soft thy tread^ 

Beside the weary sufferer's bed. 

Thy very presence seems to bring 

Fresh strength to which we trusting clings 

Bids fainting hope and courage spring. 

Beneath thy lowly roof's retreat 
There burdened heart or weary feet 
Find restful calm and comfort sweet. 

Be pain or trial long or brief, 
Thy loving heart feels all our grief, 
And skilfid plans, kind heart, relief. 

And yet the gayest of the gay 

Art thou, when dawns a brighter day, 

And sorrow's clouds have passed away* 
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TO JEANIE. 



O hfom could je gvn^ >:wa, Jeuiie^ 

An' leaTe me my lane ? 

Noo nedwar Tve nrnne 
Tae dieer np mj heart aTa, Jeanie; 

Bm a' the daj lang 

I stand on the guig;, 
An' think till the sant tears fa', Jeanie* 

For thochts get dowie and drear, Jeanie, 

Wr nae kindly smile 

The time tae beguile. 
And nae lightsome words tae cheer« 

Never unkind word 

Frae you hae I heard 
Frae end tae end o' the year, Jeanie. 

Whiles I tried your patience sair, Jeame, 

Wi' my noddle thrang 

loditing some sang, 
Your heart might be f u' o' care, Jeanie ; 

No a word frae me 

O kind sympathie 
Ye got, till my rhymes were square, Jeanie* 
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Sae weel ye kenned a' my ways, Jeanie, 
And left me tae scheme 
Ilk fanciful dream, 

Till oot o' my rhyming craze, Jeanie, 
A' wakened ance mair 
Tae life's dule and care, 

Tae real life wi' its joys and waes, Jeanie. 

Ye couldna make oot the spell, Jeanie, 

That gied me my rhymes 

At sic odd like times, 
An' I never yet could tell, Jeanie ; 

But promised lang syne 

A wee sang o' mine 
I wad write 'boot yersel, Jeanie. 

I thocht lang afore this day, Jeanie, 

On that hand o' thine 

A gold ring wad shine. 
My sang be a bridal lay, Jeanie. 

The bright hopes we weave 

Sae often deceive, 
An' like autumn leaves decay, Jeanie. 

And whiles its hard to forget, Jeanie, 
The hopes held sae dear, 
When in darkness drear 

Their glad light for aye has set, Jeanie. 
But dinna despair, 
Abune a' this care 

The sunbeams are shining yet, Jeanie. 

Aye shining for you an' me, Jeanie. 

Though hidden frae view, 

There's love leal and true. 
Everlasting, full, an' free, Jeanie, 

That fades nae away. 

Time canna decay, 
^Tifl deep an' braid as the sea, Jeanie. 



h 
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O make this true love your ain, Jeanie, 
'Tis a deep, pure well. 

nae words can tell 

How sweet : a sweeter there's nane, Jeanie. 
Then count nae the cost, 
Earth's joys are weel lost, 

For sake o' the bliss ye gain, Jeanie. 

I've wandered far f rae my theme, Jeanie, 
An' my wee bit sang 

1 hae spun fu' lang ; 

My thochts a' thro' ither teem, Jeanie. 

A' I meant tae say 

May life frae this day 
Aye flow like a peaceful stream, Jeanie. 



A RAINY EVENING. 

The twilight shadows darkly fall : 

memories dear ! against thy thrall 

My heart strives all in vain. 
Yet wherefore strive against my mood, 

1 cannot silence if I would 

The softly falling rain. 

At such an hour, on such an eve, 
Bright hopes, that yet I inly grieve. 

Sprang up to fade and wane. 
Ah ! never more, hand clasped in hand. 
Shall we within the doorway stand, 

And watch the falling rain. 

Yet still the sweetness of that hour 
Returns with all its wonted power 
Of mingled joy and pain, 
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When drooping down from window eaves ^ 
Or gently falling on the leaves, 
I hear the summer rain. 

O cruel memory! thus to bring 
That glad brief hour with bitter sting 

Back to my heart again : 
Those parting words of fond regret, 
With glad pretext love lingering yet, 

Unmindful of the rain. 

Ah ! brief indeed, poor aching heart, 
The joy those fickle hopes impart, 

Grief follows in their train. 
Nay, nay, my heart! take upward wing! 
O cruel memory ! thy sting 

Shall vanish with the rain. 

Though sadder seem the songs I trill, 
Yet sorrow, with its plaintive thrill, 

Adds sweetness to the strain, 
As fragrant perfumes softly flow 
From hawthorn blossoms bending low, 

Beat down by wind and rain. 



THE TRYSTING GATE. 

Yet once again before mine eyes, 

In all its wonted beauty lies 

The old loved pathway round the hill 

I hear the music of the rill, 

Unchanged all, save desolate 

I stand beside the trysting gate. 
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The setting sunlight, gleaming fair, 
With glory crowns the hill-top bare, 
Slow slanting down yon straggling beam. 
One moment lights Tweed's distant stream. 
Dear hopes, true emblem of thy fate, 
I sighed beside the trysting gate. 

Bright hopes with fleeting transient gleam 
One moment glorified life's stream — 
Hopes fair and sweet as flowers of May. 
Alas ! like them to pass away, 
And leave one heart all desolate. 
Alone beside the trysting gate. 

Ah ! fair in south the sunset's gold ; 
Still sings the brooklet as of old ; 
But, ah ! mine ears shall hear no more 
The old familiar step of yore. 
That ever faithful, soon or late. 
Would meet me at the trysting gate. 

I grieve not that long miles of sea 
Roll now between my love and me, 
'Tis kinder far that seas divide, 
With stormy billows deep and wide : 
Not this I grieve, while lone I wait, 
Fond lingering by the trysting gate. 

Ah ! what is measured time or space ? 
The pain was meeting face to face 
With heart atuned yet sundered far. 
O agony, heartrending jar ! 
Yet cruel memory keeps the date 
Of happy meetings by the gate. 

From retrospective joys in vain 
Attempts a soothing balm to gain : 
O folly on the past to dwell. 
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Bid memory's mournful joys farewell, 
Leave sighs and tears o'er hope's sad fate 
Behind thee at the trysting gate. 



THE CLOSED GATE. 

Alas, ray muse ! no more thy theme 
Shall be of shady wood and stream : 
One mom I sought the pleasant grove, 
Where I was wont at will to rove — 
With bolt and bar, O hapless fate ! 
An unknown hand had closed the gate. 

Along the old familiar way 
Fain would my willing footsteps stray ; 
In vain I gaze with wistful eyes, 
While memories dear and bright arise, 
To mock my grief with visions fair 
Of dewy mead and wild-flowers rare. 

Here have I heard gay warblers sing 
Their welcome carols to the Spring ; 
Here found the first sweet primrose pale ; 
'Twas in this dear secluded vale 
My muse its first faint utterance spoke— 
My silent heart to song awoke. 

1 thought once more, 'mid roses bright, 
To cull the fairest red and white. 
Entwining all with careless art 
To cheer a patient sufferer's heart, 
Their brightness might long hours beguile, 
My sweet reward her loving smile. 
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'Tis always thus: in silent grief 

I turn away : earth joys how brief I 

In vain for me wild roses bloom, 

I may not breathe their sweet perfume, 

With bolt and bar, O hapless fate ! 

An unknown hand still holds the gate. 



■«- 



THE OPENED GATE. 

mock me not ! the song-birds gay 
And roses red have passed away I 
Why tell me now my feet may rove 
Again in yonder pleasant grove ? 
Ye tempt me not : alas ! too late 
Your hand hath opened wide the gate ! 

In vain through Summer's sultry hours 

1 longed to seek those shady bowers, 
Amid the clover-blossoms sweet 

To rest awhile my weary feet, 

And watch, athwart the limpid stream, 

The flickering sunlight dance and gleam. 

Those sunny hours for aye have fled ! 
Why should I seek again to tread 
The old loved pathway through the vale, 
And mourn o'er beauties waning pale. 
That whisper (hush ! my stammering tongue), 
How sweet the songs I might have sung ? 

But what can dull November bring 
To tempt my muse again to sing ? 
Touched by the frost-king's icy breath, 
Down to the chill embrace of death, 
From brier bush and oak tree tall, 
The painted leaves of Autumn fall I 
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O perverse fate ! the joys we mourn 
In some untimely hour return 
To mock us with remembrance keen 
Of all the bliss that might have been ! 
Then vex me not : alas ! too late 
Your hand hath opened wide the gate. 
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AMONG THE WILD FLOWERS. 

The other morn, meandering slow 
Yon grassy pathway, friend, you know, 
Together trod four weeks ago : 

Its curious windings brought to view 
Low at my feet a patch of blue : 
The sight recalls my promise true 

To write in fitting words of song 

Our golden afternoon among 

The sweet wild flowers that clustering throng, 

In countless numbers vain to tell, 
From daisy bright to sweet bluebell, 
With beauty clothing hill and dell 

Of this our oTyn dear native land. 

O flower-girt Tweed ! by thee to stand, 

My feet would seek no fairer strand. 

But to my theme : that wondrous day, 
When with unwonted freedom gay 
We laughing trod this grassy way, 

Forgetful of our graver years, 

Thrown to the wind vain cares and fears. 

-Ah ] not less free or gay appears 
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The youngest laughter-loving sprite 
In yonder group of children bright 
Who trip the green with footstep light 

'Twas thus that day, friend, you and I, 
^eath early August's sunny sky, 
To Tweed's fair stream delighted hie ; 

The clover blossom richly spread, 
Unwitting crushed beneath our tread, 
"With lowly grace uprising shed 

The odour of its fragrance sweet. 
Hence may we learn this lesson meet, 
Thus too our crushing woes to greet. 

Unmurmm'ingly against God's will 
Let sorrow's fragrant dews distil, 
Their own sweet mission to fulfil. 

Forgive my sermonising, friend. 
Hither my wandering fancies tend 
In unexpected paths to wend. 

Tempted by the clover's sweet perfume 
We lingering fill our hands with bloom. 
The meadow's queen with feathery plume 

Of creamy whiteness matcheth well 
Thy azure beauty, sweet bluebell. 
Dreading the hemlock's deadly spell, 

Though passing fair each dainty spray, 
With shuddering glance we turned away 
To gi'asp the ox-eyed daisies gay. 

And ragged robin ? nay ! nor scorn 
His gauzy robe all rent and torn. 
A few green ears of bearded corn 
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And purple grasses next we claim, 
With sundry flowers of unknown name^ 
Too lowly they for floral fame. 

Uncultured 'neath the sun and air, 
Dear flowerets wild, surpassing fair : 
Ah ! not more sweet exotic rare. 

Thus laden with oru" treasure trove, 
For absent friends we dearly love : 
The varied hues are deftly wove 

In dainty bouquets fair to see ; 
The bright wavjes dancing in their glee- 
Chime with each heart's glad melody. 

Joy-winged hours too swiftly sped. 
Athwart the waters gleaming red 
The sun its parting glories shed. 

Alas! so late we sadly mourn, 

As homeward by the wimpling burn, 

To tea and flreside talk we turn. 



AN AUTUMN DAY. 

Sweet day, thy pensive beauty thrills 
My inmost heart, the sunset hills 

And fertile plain 
Gleam golden with the ripened grain* 

Above the glowing Autumn woods 
A dreamy wistful sadness broods, 

Prophetic calm : 
The sigh of summer's dying psalm. 



129 



fading leaves of gold and brown, 
That trembling flutter softly down 

Beneath my feet, 

1 grieve to touch thy beauty sweet. 

The babbling wavelets far below 
With slower, softer cadence flow : 

The late bluebell 
Of joys departed seems to tell. 

The clustering rowan berries red, 
That gleam so brightly overhead. 

Yet speak again 
Of summer glories on the wane. 

Sweet Autumn, to this weary heart 
Thy dower of restful calm impart, 

The patient grace 
To bear like thee with trustful face. 

Though falling round me everywhere. 
Dear hopes that once were fresh and fiur^ 

Poor withered leaves : 
Alas ! their promise fair deceives. 

Deceives ? ah, yes ! yet wherefore sigh ? 
Who truly lives to self must die : 

Sad heart be still. 
Thy lasting good the Father's will. 

Bright Summer ! though thy glories wane. 
Returning Spring shall come again 

With blooming flowers 
To gladden all thy woodland bowers. 

So, too, my heart shall have its Spring, 
And then with thankful songs shall sing 

• Of grateful praise, 
O'er withered hopes and cloudy days» 
I 
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AUTUMN DIRGE. 

Fast fall the dying leaves : 
Tis Autumn once again, 
Behold the laden wain 
Brings home the gathered sheaves. 

The twilight shadows grey, 
With mantle cold and chill 
Envelop vale and hill 
As dies the shortening day. 

Save for the rippling stream 
A death-like silence broods 
O'er late-deserted woods : 
Bright Summer but a dream. 

Approaching Winter's breath 
With frost-gems stars the ground, 
Beneath her skirts unbound, 
The fair flowers sink in death. 

Welcome the firelight's glow, 
'Mid faces beaming bright ; 
Without let cold winds blow, 
Within are warmth and light. 

Though Summer beauties wing 
With all its blooming flowers. 
Welcome the happy hours 
That winter evenings bring. 
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WELCOME. 

Ye winds in gentle breezes blow, 
Ye waves with rippling currents flow, 
The storm-king hush to quiet sleep, 
Sweet zephyrs waft across the deep 
Our loved ones home. 

Disperse ye clouds that hide from view 
The sunny beams, the ether blue ; 
Kind Nature, wear thy brightest smile, 
In safety bring from Erin's isle 
Our dear ones home. 

Our little ones secure from harm. 
Let no rude waves to fear alarm ; 
Ye gentle breezes bid them cheer 
With whispers of the welcome dear 
That waits at home. 

Should adverse skies prove dull and gray, 
Bright hope, beguile their weary way 
With visions of a haven calm, 
Where love imparts a soothing balm — 
Sweet rest at home. • 

'Tis vain to work, 'tis vain to read : 
O lagging moments quickly speed 
On hapless errand, swift of wing. 
Why linger now ? haste, haste to bring 
Our loved ones home. 
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OUR MAY FLOWER. 

When summer skies shone fair and bright, 
The fragrant hawthorn blossoms white 
With beauty decked the bending spray, 
She oped her eyes of love and light, 
The fairest flower of all, the May. 

Forget-me-nots take paler hue 
Beside her eyes' dark depth of blue, 
Where glinting sunbeams dance and play, 
Or kiss the tears of pearly dew, 
Till smiles again our flower of May. 

The soft, soft down upon her head. 
Her mouth a tiny rosebud red, 
And breath sweet as the perfumed hay. 
No flower o'er all the meadows spread 
So fair as thee, our flower of May. 

Thy fairy hands, thy rounded arms. 
With all the thousand nameless charms 
We see unfolding day by day, 
Thy flutterings and thy vain alarms. 
Bewitch our hearts, sweet flower of May. 

We kiss her feet, we kiss her hands, 
And half believe she understands 
The words of love our fond hearts say, 
So firmer, closer grow the bands 
That bind us to our flower of May. 

Our hearts to deeper bliss awake. 
Her dimpling smiles like sunshine break 
Across our lives so dull and grey, 
Past joys look dim for her dear sake, 
Oar fairest flower of all the May, 
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So fair, so pure ! she lies asleep : 
O may our darling ever keep 
The innocence her dower to-day, 
May never sin's dark shadow creep 
Around our cherished flower of May. 

Kind Father, bless our baby dear, 

In times of danger be Thou near, 

O may her heart be Thine, we pray : 

So purer, fairer, year by year. 

Shall bloom our cherished flower of May. 



THE OLD OAK TREE. 

(A Legend op Gala Park.) 

Come, dear children all, and listen to me : 
In a fair green glade stood an old oak tree. 

*Neath scorching sun or the chill wintry blast 
Still fairer it grew as the years rolled past, 

Beneath its green boughs the weary found rest, 
And the Summer's gay song-birds built their nest : 

Sweet melody fell from each feathered throat. 
The weary listening their cares forgot ; 

On the grassy sward in their youthful glee 
The little ones played round the old oak tree. 

Ah ! hopeful and bright life's morning appears, 
No sorrow can come with the c\iWi^\xv^^^»x*» 



Time scattered those little ones east and west, 
And the weary have gone to their last long rest^ 

One home-sick heart from a far distant shore, 
Betnming, long-sought the loved scenes of yore* 

Alas, alas ! like a vision of night 

The green grassy glade had vanished from sight,. 

And a dwelling fair to her wondering view 
Uplifted its head where the old oak grew. 

But with tears she sighed o'er the old oak's fate t 
Be still, faithless heart, and with patience wait. 

Where it grew of old she found it again. 
Nay, dear children, mine is no fabled strain. 

In that dwelling fair, lo! the old oak stood 
Young faces around it in joyous mood. 

Come, children, come, guess my riddle to me: 
In a table of oak she found her tree. 



THE RIGHT HON. W. E. GLADSTONE. 

You ask me why my voice is mute 
When all their songs of homage bring? 
Not mine in lofty strains to sing 

Of noble deeds, a statesman's fame, 
Achievements in life's busy mart, 
That stir a grateful nation's heart. 
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He comes, brave Gladstone, tried and true, 
And forth from mountain, vale, and dell 
The loving tones of welcome swell. 

Then ask me not with stammering tongue 
** The old man eloquent " to sing, 
Who stands 'mid mightj men a king. 



THE QUEEN'S PASSING TRAIN. 

24th August, 1881. 

Though murmuring hearts and lips complain. 
Slowly, steadily falls the rain. 

No glimpse of sun between : 
Dame Nature frowns, nor will she deign 

With smiles to greet our Queen. 

The sombre skies, so dull and grey, 
No fresh life-giving breezes play 

To stir the lifeless scene 
And float aloft the banners gay. 

In honour of our Queen. 

Drip, drip, the pattering raindrops fall, 
The gray skies form a gloomy pall 

O'er fields and meadows green ; 
Tet loyal hearts undaunted all 

Rush forth to greet their Queen. 

Regardless of the storm-clouds drear. 
They gathered fast from far and near : 

O glad soul-stirring scene, 
That proves beyond dispute how dear 

To Scottish hearts their Qaeeu. 
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'She comes this daj along our line, 
And lest perchance her hand benign 

Maj draw the curtained screen ; 
With grateful homage all combine 

To greet our gracious Queen. 

O loyal hearts, that take no chill, 
E'en though no sweet responsive thrill 

Withdraws the parting screen ; 
Enough, if such thy sovereign will, 

All bow to thee, our Queen. 

And yet such scene might joy impart; 
No unpropitious storm can thwart, 

Or aught else come between 
The loyal wish of every heart 

To hail their passing Queen. 

Thus speeding on thy royal way. 
Amid the morrow's splendour gay, 

(O may it smile serene) ; 
No truer hearts than beat to-day 

Shall hail thee Britain's Queen. 



A SPRIG OF SHAMROCK. 

O Shamrock green I 
Within this book, long pressed unseen, 

Thy faded leaves 
Recall each once familiar scene. 

Still soft and low 
I seem to hear thy rippling flow, 
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Sweet river Lee, 
As oft I heard it long ago. 

At eventide 
I've watched upon thy bosom wide 

The light canoes 
Like well-sped arrows swiftly glide. 

Or borne along, 
With echoing wake of jest or song, 

The steamers gay. 
Laden with pleasure seeking throng. 

Time- woven spells. 
With holier sweeter cadence swells 

From yonder spire— 
The distant chime of Shandon bells. 

This vision gone: 
An ancient castle ivy-grown 

Comes back to view. 
Whose walls enclose a wondrous stone. 

It's magic kiss 
{0 bashful lovers list to this) 

Can break the spell, 
Chill silence weaves around thy bliss. 

Dear Blarney Groves, 
Again my willing fancy roves 

Thy witching bowers : 
Each haunted spot fond memory loves. 

Yon wooded dell, 
Where hidden lies the holy well, 

Whose waters pure 
Hath healing virtues, legends telL 
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The witches' stair^ 
And dark dread cave where sunbeams' glare^ 

May never come 
To purify the noisome air. 

Bright beams that break 
Unfettered o'er the limpid lake, 

Where lilies float, 
And fairies mystic music make. 

Enchanted ground! 
Alas that discord's jarring sound 

Should ever fall 
Where nature's beauties thus abound. 

Fair land, erewhile 
May white-winged peace, returning, smile ; 

Her blessings spread 
O'er all thy shore, sweet Emerald Isle. 



PHCENIX PARK— MAY 6th, 1882. 

O Ireland! weep in the dust to-day, 
Thy glory fair has passed away ; 
O deed of horror, its crimson stain 
On thy Emerald shore shall aye remain 

A darksome blot, 
While memory holds the martyr'd slain 

All unforgot. 

Defiant treachery and wrong, 
Thus met among the busy throng, 
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Who, all unwitting of the strife, 
The silent struggle for precious life 

Passed heedless by — 
Alas ! 'neath the cruel assassins' knife 

Two brave hearts lie. 

This sweet May mom thy welcome guest, 
Ere evening's close, his blood-stained breast, 
O Erin ! laid on thy fair green sod 
(Beneath the all-seeing eye of God), 

All cold in death. 
In holy cause his life-blood flowed — 

His latest breath, * 

With unavailing courage brave, 
Was spent perchance his friend to save. 
Unequal warfare, side by side, 
Alas ! they fell ; O woe betide 

The awful deed 
Is shuddering told both far and wide, 

With swift-winged speed. 

E'en manhood's ruddy cheek grows pale, 
And women weep to hear the tale. 
Sweet peace, prepared on thy shore to light, 
Trembling, fled from the ghastly sight. 

Bewail, O land ! 
And mourn her sad untimely flight, 

Thy blood-stained strand, 

Where cruel hatred hath banished love. 
No resting-place for the white-winged dove. 
O widowed one ! we, too, would share 
The weight of grief thy heart must bear 

In sympathy. 
The hearts of thousands everywhere 

Ache sore for thee. 
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LINES SENT WITH A PHOTOGRAPH OP 

CURLY POW AND ROBBIE. 

1 send wee Curlj, darling pet, 

You know not half her sweetness yet : 

Her witching ways 
Beguile our hearts from care and fret. 

She flits, a sunbeam bright and gay, 
About the house the long, long day : 

'Tis music sweet 
To hear her laugh in merry play. 

•' Do I look nice, mamma ?" she cries, 
With mirthful voice and roguish eyes 

Half hid beneath 
Kind Grannie's cap : her quaint disguise. 

The coldest heart to sunshine warms 
To see her fondle in her arms, 

And proud display 
Her baby dolly's waxen charms. 

Her care no mother could excel 
When poor wee dolly seems unwell : 

How swift she speeds, 
With plaintive voice its state to tell, 

And with a woman's art implore 
Good Dr Robbie, just next door, 

With haste to come. 
And feel poor dolly's pulse once more. 

Robbie, with condescending grace, 
Puts on at once a solemn face. 

And stately walks 
To give his judgment ou the case. 
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Ah ! happy children, naught they know 
What mockery this of real heart woe ; 

We can but smile, 
And pray kind heaven keep them so 

From sorrow's tears and heart-care free 
Alas, alas ! yet can it be, 
To one and all 
Care comes in more or less degree. 

Yet wherefore scan the future now 
With fearful heart and anxious brow : 

O Love Divine ! 
Bless Robbie and wee Curly Pow. 



TO-NIGHT. 

To grannie's skirts wee Robbie clings, 
Wondering what news the postman brings. 

His blue eyes shining bright. 
Upturned to hers with earnest gaze. 
While slow she reads the written phrase — 

" Father will come to-night." 

The little face grows wild with joy. 

Kind gi*annie cries, "What ails the boy"- 

Half wondering, half affright ; 
And then, with woman's tender art. 
She soothes the happy little heart, 

Impatient for to-night 

And all too full for idle play — 
How long it seems e'er shadows gray 
With slowly-waning light 
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Creep softly, surely up the hill — 
Wee Robbie watching from the sill 
Says — ** Grannie, is it night ?" 

Kind grannie smiles : her house work done, 
She, too, impatient waits her son, 

And hoping all is right 
Sits down : the weary little head 
Upon her lap is softly laid — 

No thought of bed to-night. 

The blue eyes waging war with sleep 
Wide open vainly strive to keep. 

Yet close in love's despite ; 
Not e'en the quick step on the stair. 
The opening door and chill night air, 

Disturb his dreams to-night. 

Father has come ; but Robbie's ear. 
Fast-closed, the loved voice cannot hear, 

Nor sees with fond delight 
His father smile, when soft and sweet 
He hears the dreamy voice repeat — 

To-night! to-night! to-night I 



HAWTHORN BLOSSOM. 

A passing glimpse of hawthorn spray 
Wafted my fancy far away 
Back to that long-forgotten day : 
A dainty gift on my window lay 
Of fragrant hawthorn blossom. 
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Wet with the early morning dew, 
Token of tender love and true, 
The merry sunbeams peeping through 
Perchance might tell, if they woke to view, 
Who left my hawthorn blossom. 

O perfume sweet ! remembered yet : 

O fair June morn, can I forget ? 

My eyes with unshed tears grow wet 

O'er the vanished hopes that clustering met 

Around my hawthorn blossom. 

O youthful dreams of fancied bliss ! 
Unknown life's gall and bitterness. 
Again the dewy bloom I kiss ; 
Nor felt the thorns that lay hid, alas ! 
Beneath my hawthorn blossom. 



SUNSET. 

" Now when the sun was setting, all they that had any 
sick with divers diseases brought them unto him. And He 
laid His hands on every one of them, and healed them. 
(Luke iv., 40.) 

thrilling scene at set of sun ! 
Amid the deepening shades of night. 
They bring each weary suffering one 
To prove His might. 

His tender touch through every vein 
Sent healing power, new life, new zest r 
The dreaded night of weary pain 
Gives place to rest 
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rest, sweet rest ! let sunbeams set, 
Unseen, unfelt, surrounding night : 
The golden rays without regret 

Are lost to sight. 

Thus loving Lord, when set my sun. 
My fair bright hopes, my sweet delight, 

1 come, a weary stricken one, 

To prove Thy might. 

O tender touch ! O words of love I 
That soothed the anguish of my breast. 
O dreaded sorrow ! thou didst prove 
How sweet His rest. 

Sweet rest, sweet peace, though fair hopes set,. 
And sorrows deepen into night, 
O Jesus ! bright my pathway yet — 
Thy love my light. 



UNSPEAKABLE. 

He only knew this heart : 
How vile in every part 
His eye alone could trace, 
When in redeeming grace 
He left the bliss above 
To take my death-doomed place: 
His dear redeeming grace- 
Unspeakable. 

When failed my tongue to tell 
The fears I could not quell, 
Sin's weary weight of care 
Seemed round me everywhere. 
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He only could release 
From darkness and despair, 
Give precipus blood-bought peac 
Unspeakable. 

And He alone could still 
My restless wayward will 
To calm and patient mood : 
That ever holds Him good, 
And trusts He knoweth best 
To use me as He would : 
O sweet confiding rest ! 
Unspeakable, 

The trials that beset my way, 
The petty cares of every day 
He only can make bright, 
And bid me fearless meet 
The dangers that affright, 
Through all His comfort sweet. 
Unspeakable. 

He sought my highest weal. 
And wounded but to heal ; 
O grief beyond control. 
My earthly bliss, the whole 
He took, poor worthless toy : 
'Twas but to draw my soul 
To heights and depths of joy — 
Unspeakable. 

To Thee I all confide : 
O, Jesus, Saviour, guide 
Through life my pilgrim feet, 
Till face to face we meet. 
And Faith is lost in sight, 
In rapture pure and sweet ; 
O, hope of glory bright — 
Unspeakable. 
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BABY'S GRAVE. 

tender nestling dove, 
Dear to thy mother's heart of love, 
Alas I no earth-born love could save ; 
The sunbeams smile above 

Sweet Baby's grave. 

Ere aught of grief she knew, 
An angel kissed those eyes of blue, 
Took back to God the soul He gave ; 
And softly falls the dew 

O'er Baby's grave. 

The fair and lifeless clay 
With tears in death's cold tomb we lay ; 
Ye breeze-kissed blue-bells gently wave, 
And ring sweet lullaby 

O'er Baby's grave. 

For us alone death's pall, 
Her spirit heard the loving call 
Of One who died yet lives to save ; 
No hopeless tears need fall 

On Baby's grave. 



HE LEADETH ME. 

O loving Saviour, calm 
To rest my weary heart. 
Breathe words of healing balm, 
Thy holy peace impart. 



147 

O for one quiet hour 
Alone, dear Lord, with Thee, 
To feel thy soothing power — 
Were rest indeed to me. 

The noontide's scorching ray 
With fever taints my blood ; 
The vexing cares of day 
O'erwhelm me like a flood. 

O drear and barren scene ! 

rough and rugged hill ! 

1 long for pastures green, 
For waters calm and still. 

tender Shepherd, lead 
My weary wayworn feet 
Through green and flowery mead, 
Far from the dust and heat. 

Hush, hush ! each murmuring sigh, 
Not mine the way to choose : 
Sweet thought, He knoweth why : 
To trust can 1 refuse ? 

'Tis His unerring hand 
That leads me by this way : 

1 may not understand, 
'Tis mine to trust, obey. 

My loving Saviour's voice 
Hath calmed my restless mood. 
Henceforth His will my choice. 
Which ever wills my good. 
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GOD'S FORGETTING AND REMEMBERING. 

No more remembered ! can it be 
Sin cast in depths of soundless sea ? 
My God, what grace I find in Thee . 

Tq meet my every need. 
His precious word that changeth not 
Hath said it : all my sins forgot, 
Not to be found though careful sought, 

Gone evil word and deed. 



Not one accusing sin can rise : 
All-seeing God, Thy holy eyes 
Rest on the Lamb, my sacrifice, 

The perfect, sinless One, 
Who bore for me the cross, the grave. 
And vanquished death my soul to save ; 
For this (sweet thought) the Father gave 

His own. His only Son. 



No more remembered ! dearer yet : 
He saith, I will not thee forget. 
Thy name in sweet remembrance set, 

Engraved on heart and hands. 
O tender love ! O matchless grace ! 
That thus can every sin efface, 
And yet remembering all my case, 

He knows and understands. 



My feeble strength, my wajnvard will, 
So apt to wander from Him still ; 
My fitful love, how often chill : 

He comprehendeth all. 
And yet upbraids not : love untold ! 
His heart embraces mine so cold, 

Uplifting when I fall. 
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** I will remember," once again 

He speaks : tender touching strain ! 

My fitful love, so worthless, vain. 

My kindness (ah ! how small), 
He will remember ; yet no more 
Kemind my soul of sin's dark score: 
I would such grace and love adore 

That thus forgetteth all. 

And yet remembers each faint beam 
Of feeble love, though small it seem — 
Each struggling ray, each sunny gleam 

All known and dear to Thee : 
My God : ah ! thou dost truly prove 
Thy thoughts all our poor thoughts above, 
That e'en with sweet approving love 

Thou canst remember me. 



WITHIN THE FOLD. 

Within the fold, while angels sing 

The lost one found, glad hearts would bring 

Their grateful homage, Lord, to Thee, 

That in Thy love so full and free 

This youthful heart, led by Thy grace, 

Hath found her sweet abiding place. 

Within the fold, beneath Thy care. 
Kind Shepherd, guard from every snare ; 
Her footsteps guide in life's glad way 
From morn's bright dawn to perfect day : 
From faith to faith thy boundless store. 
Each day unfolding more and more. 
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Within the fold thy sheltering wing 
Lord, round this tender nestling fling, 
For thine alone the strength and power 
To save in dark temptation's hour: 
With watchful care that knows no sleep, 
This heart in love's sweet bondage keep. 

Within the fold, on Jesus' breast. 
Her weary soul hath found sweet rest, 
Washed and redeemed from sio's dark stain. 
No condemnation, blessed gain : 
Her fervent love no wavering know, 
Shine day by day with brighter glow. 



" I WAS WOUNDED in the HOUSE of my FRIENDS."^ 

(Zech., XIII. 6.) 

O I have wounded Thee, 
Yet call myself Thy friend, 
Wounded the heart that died for me, 
Have dared that heart to rend. 

Yes ! I have wounded Thee, 
Though Thou didst offer all 
The needed grace to set me free. 
Free from the tempter's thrall. 

And yet I wounded Thee, 
Refused the offered grace. 
O Jesus, whither shall I flee 
To hide me from Thy face ? 
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O I have wounded Thee, 
My friend all friends above : 
How can I dare Thy face to see, 
Or hear Thy voice of love. 

Saviour ! far from Thee 

1 cannot, dare not live : 

Thy wounded heart my rest shall be^ 
Still faithful to forgive. 

wounded heart ! to Thee 

1 fly like Noah's dove, 

No joy or peace in life for me 
Apart from Thy dear love. 

O love that welcomes me, 

Thy precious blood alone, 

For this my sin in wounding Thee, 

O grace ! can e'er atone. 



* FOR I KNEW THAT THOU WOULDEST 
DEAL VERY TREACHEROUSLY/' 

(ISA. XLVIII. 8.) 

My God ! and didst Thou know 
When first Thy voice of love 
Called me by name, I'd grieve Thee so— 
Thus false and treacherous prove T 

When Thou didst call me Thine, 
How often far astray, 
O didst Thou know, this heart of mine 
Would wander from Thy ^ray ^ 
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Yes, all was known to Thee, 
Each ill Thy child has done ; 
And all was nailed on Calvary's tree 
With Him, the sinless one. 

Thine eye foresaw it all, 
My wanderings from Thy face. 
How oft my erring feet would fall, 
Forgetful of Thy grace. 

Yet Thou didst claim me thine, 
And bound mo to Thy heart, 
So close, no foes, though all combine. 
This bond can ever part. 

How patient, Lord, Thou art, 
And I in learning slow ; 
The weakness of my wayward heart, 
The strength of Thine to know. 

Give sanctifying power. 
Self, self, to set aside. 
O teach me how each passing hour 
I may in Thee abide. 



IN MEMORIAM. 

'^^ In my father^s house are many mansions. I go to prepare a 

place for you." — (John xiv. 2). 

Happy and blest. 
Where never care can vex her breast, 

Thy dear one lives ! 
No suffering in tViat laivd oi xe&X.. 
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Her beauty fair, 
Shall bloom for ever fadeless there. 

Ah ! wherefore weep ? 
Her joy and bliss beyond compare. 

The chilly sod 
Is but the lifeless clay's abode : 

On joyful wing, 
Her spirit mounted home to God. 

She longed to go, 
Death held for her no cup of woe. 

With glad, bright smile, 
She bade farewell to all below. 

*'In love divine 
I trust" (she said), " no merit mine : 

Redeeming blood 
Hath made my garments spotless shine.** 

Lift Faith's glad eyes, 
Above earth's dark and cloudy skies, 

To mansions fair. 
Where ceaseless songs of praise arise. 

cloudless day ! 
That needeth not the Sun's bright ray : 

Sweet home of joy, 
Where sorrow's tears are wiped away. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

LITTLE WILLIE. 

** Take me hame," wee Willie said, 
Death to him no presence dread : 
Gently fell the weary head, 
Wept we o'er our darling dead. 

" Take me hame ! *' no more he sighs^ 
Hushed his weary, plaintive cries : 
In that land of glad surprise 
Tears can never dim those eyes. 

" Take me hame ! " our hearts repeat,. 
Willie's words bring comfort sweet : 
Hame, where mother's love shall meet 
First her cherished babe to greet. 

Safely home I their sheltering fold 
Jesus' precious love untold : 
Death's dark waters, deep and cold, 
Christ's redeemed ones may not hold. 



GUIDANCE. 

Though all unknown the way. Lord, 
By which Thou lead^st me, • 

None ever fall or stray, Lord, 
Who put their trust in Thee. 

I need not earth's poor light, Lord, 
Its pleasures vain to me ; 
Thou art ray sunshine bright, Lord, 
All joya are mine in Thee. 
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No weary weight of care,- Lord, 
Need ever fall on me, 
My burdens Thou dost bear. Lord, 
Sweet rest I find in Thee. 

My sorrows and my tears, Lord, 
Whatever disquiets me. 
My faithless doubts and fears, Lord, 
I bring them all to Thee. 

Within thy loving heart. Lord, 
Alone there's peace for me ; 
When sharp and keen the smart. Lord, 
I trembling cling to Thee. 

No lasting pain or grief. Lord, 
No cheerless gloom for me. 
Heart-healing and relief. Lord, 
I ever find in Thee. 

And all my joys I bring, Lord, 
Sweet friendships dear to me ; 
My heart's best pleasures spring, Lord 
From sharing all with Thee. 

When full ray cup of bliss. Lord, 
Thy smile adds joy to me, 
Assuring me of this. Lord, 
My joys are dear to Thee. 

Let cloud or sun be mine, Lord, 
Thy love overshadows me : 
Led by Thy power divine, Lord, 
Through all I follow Thee. 



156 



TRUSTING. 

Jesus, mj Lord, I bring to Thee 

The sorrow sorely pressmg me ; 

The floods overwhelm, hold Thou my hand, 

Without Thine aid I cannot stand, 

Let Thine own voice of power speak peace, 

And bid those swelling surges cease. 

Jesus, my Lord, to Thee I cling. 
Faith folds round Thee her drooping wing, 
Still trusting, though the clouds of night 
Have stayed her glad exultant flight : 
Not questioning, wherefore waiting still 
In meek submission to Thy will 

Jesus, my Saviour, hold me fast. 

My every fear on Thee I cast. 

This path of suffering, dark and strange, 

But Thou, my Lord, no time can change : 

No room for fear, whate'er betide. 

With Thee, my loving Lord, to guide. 



ASLEEP IN JESUS. 

"Asleep in Jesus !" happy rest. 
Safe pillowed on the Saviour's breast : 
No vexing care. 
No sorrow hard to bear. 
No pain, no sickness touch them there. 

'* Asleep in Jesus !" nevermore 
To wake on earth, life's journey o'er : 
Their anchor cast. 
Death's gloomy portals passed. 
The victory won, home, home at last. 
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"Asleep in Jesus!" O the bliss 
Of waking from a sleep like this : 

What glory bright 
Hath met their raptured sight, 
Unspeakable their full delight. 

*' Asleep in Jesus !" Faith can sing 
For them, O Death ! thou hadst no sting. 

In Christ complete 
They tread the golden street, 
Adoring fall before His feet. 

'^ Asleep in Jesus !" hush thy fears : 
O mourning mother, dry thy tears, 

On yon bright shore 
Thy loved ones gone before 
Soon wilt thou meet to part no more. 
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" I WILL GIVE YOU REST." 

Jesus, I am weary, weary: 
Grief -burdened and opprest, 
In utter helplessness I come 
To claim Thy promised rest. 

• 

Jesus, I am weary, weary : 
By doubts and fears distrest. 
From inward conflict, Lord, I come 
To claim Thy promised rest. 

Jesus, I am weary, weary : 
In vain to strive my best. 
All faint and wounded sore I come 
To claim Thy promised rest. 

Jesus, I am weary, weary: 
My weakness all confessed : 
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I hear Thy voice, and gladly come 
To claim Thy promised rest. 

Jesus, I am weary, weary : 
Earth's joys have lost their zest. 
With broken, contrite heart I come 
To claim Thy promised rest 

Jesus, I am weary, weary : 
With vain and fruitless quest 
In aught below my rest to find, 
Give me Thy promised rest. 

Jesus, I am weary, weary : 
As seeks the dove her nest 
So would I wing my way to Thee, 
And claim Thy promised rest. 

Jesus, I am weary, weary : 
Receive thy needy guest, 
To storm- tossed soul and wounded heart 
How sweet Thy promised rest. 

Jesus, I am weary, weary: 
Within Thy loving breast, 
And there alone my soul dotii find 
Her full and perfect rest. 
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*a HAVE LOVED THEE WITH AN EVER- 

LASTING LOVE." 

Everlasting love is mine ! 
Can I murmiu' or repine 
While I own this priceless treasure : 
Who its height or depth can measure ? 
Dearer far than earthly pleasure — 
Wondrous love divine. 
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Everlasting, full and free, 
Flows this tide of love for me, 
Never change of current knowing, 
Nought can stay its ceaseless flowing, 
On my weary heart bestowing 

Rest, sweet rest, in Thee. 

Everlasting mine to-day. 
Mine to morrow all the way : 
Love of earth may change or sever, 
Jesus' love shall fail me never, 
Once 'tis mine 'tis mine for ever — 
Knowing no decay. 

Everlasting mine in joy. 
Mine when weary cares annoy. 
Brightening joy and lightening sorrow, 
Whispering, ** Fear no coming morrow " : 
Love that can no lustre borrow 
From this earth's alloy. 

Everlasting, gracious love, 
Lifting heart and soul above, 
With its precious ointment healing 
Wounded heart and tender feeling. 
To the inward sight revealing 
Deeper depths of love. 

Everlasting, firm, and sure. 
Shall this love for me endure : 
Wandering far my Saviour sought me, 
With His precious life-blood bought me, 
Home unto Himself He brought me. 
There to cleanse and cure. 

Everlasting depths of grace. 
Thus to take the sinner's place, 
To my deepest needs descending, 
With my life His spirit blending. 
All my highest thoughts transcending : 
Vain this love to li«ie.^. 
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AFTERWARD. 

O strange, O sad perplexity ! 

Blind gropings through the night : 
Faith faintly questions, *' Can there be 

An afterward of light ?" 

O heavy sorrow, grief, and tears, 
That all our hopes destroy! 

Say shall there dawn in coming years 
An afterward of joy ? 

O hopes that turn to gall and rue, 
Sweet fruits that bitter prove ! 

Is there an afterward of true 
And everlasting love ? 

O weariness witliin, without, 

Vain longings for release ! 
Is there to inward fear and doubt 

An afterward of peace ? 

O restless wanderings to and fro, 

In vain and fruitful quest ! 
Where sliall we find above, below, 

An afterward of rest ? 

O death ! with whom we plead in vain 

To stay thy fatal knife, 
Is there beyond the reach of pain 

An afterward of life ? 

Ah, yes ! we know each seeming ill. 

When rightly understood. 
In His own time and way fulfil 

God's afterward of good. 
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